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PART III. 



JACOBITE RELICS. 



** Qu'ic quidem Cantilena ita scite facta, ita concinnis rhythmis 
modulisque suis est attemperata, ut plebis animos mire ad 
Principis, libertatisque Patriae amorem excitaverit." — '' That 
song was so artfully contrived, and so well composed in its 
rbimes and notes, that it stirred up in the minds of the people 
a wonderful affection for the prince, and the liberty of their 
native country." 

Verheidbn, in elogm, quoted by Bayle, V. 20, a. 



JACOBITE RELICS. 



The pablication of the popular soDgs of the modern Greeks,* 
is coDsidered as one of the most remarkable events which have 
taken place in the literature of our days. The Border and 
Jacobite ballads of Scotland are long before the world, 
and have been received with deserved approbation, but the 
political songs of Ireland, marepairiOf have hitherto remained 
unnoticed and unknown. That these effusions are not, how- 
ever, inferior to those either of the Scots or Greeks, and 
particularly in strong expression of national feeling, will it is 
rather confidently anticipated, appear from the few specimens, 
now for the first time, laid before the public. 

The political situation of the Irish with respect to England, 
has been frequently compared with that of the Greeks in their 



* Chants populaires de la Gre9e Moderae.— 8w. Parii, 1824.— See the New 
Monthly Magazine, vol. zi. p. 139. 

B 2 



4 IRISH MINSTRELSY. 

relation to Turkey. Lord Byron emphatically called the Greeks, 
*' A kind of Eastern Irish Papists/' thereby intending to 
convey in the strongest possible manner to an European 
mind, the idea of Turkish despotism and Grecian slavery.* 
The bards of these devoted nations have nearly in the same 
manner embodied in their songs the feelings of the conquered 



* The present prime minister of finghind, Mr. Canning, in a poem entitled 
The Slavery of Greece, feelingly describes the condition of that sufiering 
country. May the highly gifted author now turn his attention to the oppressed 
" land of his fathers ; " and, as he possesses the power, talents, and disposition, 
so maj he, by one decisive blow, extend civil liberty to Ireland. The bigot 
may oppose, but every bigot is a coward. Though he talk loud, he trembles 
and withers before the high resolve of fortitude and virtue. The following pas- 
sage in Mr. Canning's poem, by mere change of scene, is but too applicable to 
the state of Ireland. — 

" Thy sons (sad change !) in abject bondage sigh ; 

Unpitied toil and unlamented die. 

Groan at the labours of the galling oar. 

Or the dark caverns of the mine ezfUore. 

The glitt'ring tyranny of Otbman's sons. 

The pomp of horror which surrounds their thrones, 

Has awed their servile spirits into fear. 

Spumed by the foot they tremble and revere. 

The day of labour, night's sad, sleepless hour, 

Th' inflictive scourge of arbitrary power. 

The bloody terror of the pointed steel. 

The murderous stake, the agonizing wheel, 

And (dreadful cboice) the bowstring, or the bowl. 

Damps their faint vigour, and unmans the soul. 

Disastrous fate ! still tears will fill the eye, 

Still recollection prompt the mournful sigh ; 

When to the mind recurs thy former fkme, 

^nd all the horrors of thy present shame." 
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and oppressed people of both countries ; but the cry of suf- 
fering humanity is the same in every age and clime. Whoever 
shall take the trouble of comparing the histories of Greece 
and of Ireland, and of observing the systematic conduct of 
their respectiye rulers, will find, the difference of condition 
between the ** Eastern Irish Papists/' and the Western 
Greek Helots, not so great as may at first yiew appear. 
The former were oppressed by Turks, the latter by Christians, 
and to the shame of these English Christians be it recorded, 
that in the exercise of their tyrannic sway in Ireland, they have 
excelled the most furious followers of Mahomet in Greece. 
Circumstances may arise, when the infliction of death be- 
comes an act of mercy, and the preservation of life a refined 
cruelty, by reserving the victim for more exquisite torture. 
Adrian, the Pope, ** let slip the dogs of war." DebHUentwr — 
Dekaniur, weaken— exterminate, became, for centuries, the 
war cry in Ireland. From Henry the Second, to Henry 
the Eighth, the land was deluged with the blood of the 
natives. Elizabeth depopulated Munster. James the First 
depopulated Ulster. Cromwell cut off thousands of the Irish, 
and treated the survivors with more than Turkish cruelty. 
William closed the sanguinary scene, and the genius of 
England, satiated with blood, amused itself under Anne, and 
her successors, to George the Third, in erecting the most 
hideous monument of legal persecution ever exhibited to th e 
view of an astonished world. During these horrible scenes, 
a priest, a bard, and a wolf, were alike objects of state 
vengeance in Ireland. The same reward was proclaimed foe 
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the head of each. The bards have been exterminated ; but 
the priests, sustained by a higher power, survive, for what 
end yet remains to be developed. 

The persecuted bards of Ireland, like their brethren of ancient 
Wales, had long, and assiduously laboured in the service of 
their country. They sung of its ancient glories, they mourned 
over its woes, and lamented its downfall. They incessantly ex- 
erted themselves to rouse their fellow countrymen to resist the 
invader, and stimulated them to almost incredible deeds of 
heroism and romantic valour.* Hence they became par- 
ticularly obnoxious to the English, by whom they were invariably 
proscribed and persecuted. This extraordinary succession of 
men, has, notwithstanding, left behind imperishable memorials 



* The following eloquent passage, from Remarks on the Speeches of our 
famous countryman, Grattan, in a modem periodical, presents a true picture 
of Irish warfare, for centuries after the invasion : — 

" What Ireland might have been with her great original qualities of war and 
peace, cultivated and guided to her true interests, is now beyond conjecture. 
In the recent struggles of the empire, she has not fallen behind any of its 
kingdoms in the vigour of her genius, or the valour of her soldiers. It cannot 
be doubted, that, in her historic darkness, many a bold hand and mighty 
intellect arose and perished. Men fought from the rage of appetite, from the 
madness of faction, from the impulse of gallant blood ; without direction and 
without reward. History recoils from this furious gladiatorship, and leaves the 
heroic slaves without a name. Yet, in a nobler cause, and in a later time, those 
m^ might have stood among the glorious of the earth. If, in the spirit of the 
Homeric prayer, the light had been let in upon the conflict round that trampled 
and defaced corpse, their native sovereignty, the world would have seen, grap- 
pling hand to hand, many a form worthy of kings and chieftains, many a noble 
courage and superb mind, stamped by nature to have led armies to battle, and 
guided the councils of empires." — New Edinburgh Renew, vol. iii. p. 554. 
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of patriotism and geiuus. Many of these remnaots baye 
escaped the destroying hand of time, and the yet more de- 
structiYe rage of the relentless persecutor. Some will be found 
in these volumes, but several are still scattered through the 
country, which it is hoped may yet be wrested from oblivion. 

The few contained in this work, relate chiefly to the times 
of the second James, and his descendants. Although the 
Irish fought for that monarch, it was more from a principle of 
allegiance, with, perhaps, a vain hope of regaining their 
freedom and conjSscated estates, than from any particular 
attachment to him, or his ungrateful race. With characteristic 
bravery, they res<dved to conqaer or perish in his cause ; but, 
the pusillanimous king betrayed them on the very verge of 
victory by his dastardly conduct. This sunk deep in their 
hearts. For his descendants there was but little sympathy in 
Ireland. The attempts of 1716 and 1745 in Scotland, excited 
no correspondent sensation or movement here ; neither <* tongue, 
pen, or sword," was moved in their favour. 

for a long period, however, after the revolution, the last 
of the race of our bards, indignant at the national oppressiims, 
and disregarding the terrors of death or exile, which inevitably 
fdlbwed detection, poured forth their feelings of political 
hope, enmity, revenge, or despair, in strains, which roused 
and strengthened those passions in the breasts of their 
desponding countrymen. These *' heart h<»ne lays" of their 
venerated bards, the people treasured up in their memories ; 
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and, as it was treason to sing them openly, they were chaunted 
at private meetings, or by the cottage fire-sides throughout the 
land, with feelings little short of religious enthusiasm. By 
these means, the embers of discontent were fanned and kept 
alive, until they burst forth in those terrible conflagrations 
which afterwards entailed so much misery on the country. 
The effect the government could punish, but it could not 
prevent the cause. Perhaps, if a remedy were sought, the 
best would have been to give publicity to those ^proscribed 
stanzas. The spell of secrecy would thus be broken, and the 
charm from which^ they derived their principal influence dis- 
solved. Time, however, has rendered them harmless. They are 
now remembered, merely for some favorite expression or poetic 
beauty ; and sung, more for the sake of the charming airs with 
which they are associated, than for any political sentiments 
which they may contain. The claims of the ill-fated Stuarts 
are forgotten. These once national hymns can, therefore, at 
the present day, be considered only as curious literary frag- 
ments ; and, as such, they are now laid before the public. 

Although the present part of this work is entitled ^* Jacobite 
Relics," yet some poems of an earlier date have been admitted. 
The '* Lament of the Gael," in the time of Elizabeth ; *' John 
O'Dwyer of the Glen," in the days of Cromwell; tnd 
perhaps, one or two others. The greater number, however, 
were composed at, and since the period of the Revolution of 
1688. Of the authors but little is known. In a country groaning 
under the inflictions of penal laws, and the influence of a 
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system of uniyersal espionage, the utmost caution was necessary 
to avoid detection. Many of th^e pieces were, therefore, 
composed under circumstances of impenetrable secrecy. The 
few particulars, however, that could be gleaned, will be found 
in the notes. 
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ei[t€ ^i5ur 1115I) yeu^^T- 



€i[ie.— Ci^ pn <^niuich ?— Cf 6<^fn^r) ^'^ T&ufn^j- if^9\ 
yhioc, 

5<^n ^6<^ch n<< cui6 n^ h-di6hche. 
Ofie. — fVIo leun-3hoiitc-p pn ! <^ ch6^6-|-ha^itc 3<^n pbh, 

21 ji^w-chapc <^3 TCltioi* 60 n^imhbe ; — 

^I'l* sup ceu|*<^bh <^Ti ipuifie^^im biliy, 
6'|Kii3 fn6 'noiy 3<^ti yuilc, 3<^ti chl^itich, 3<^n chlois, 
4l& c<^ofnh-chiiuic <^3 yeinne^bh lAoiche. 

ye^m. — ^21 cheile 3<^n bhinib, bubh &3e<^n 6<^Tnh pich 

50 h-^T3^ $ iOTn<^6 biobhbh<^bh ; — 
[VI^Ii bo chlAoTK^b^ii cuib, 't 60 chii&3eA6<^ii me, 

*y ^m <^&i<^|i 3<^n ipuiite^nn bhibhe<^i--y<^. — 
5«6h ph^icj* cu bh-'puiiwn, 3l%ha^l m^jt lil, 

'Y bo bh6ul-x<^ nK^jt mhil n<^ bh-ipiit m-bhe^ch 

^lioT qi&ne 'ti& pnne <^ ccoimho^TC^^ji. 
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IRELAND AND KING JAMES. 



BY HENRY GRATFAN CURRAN. ESQ. 



Ireland. — ^Wbat stranger turns for refugee to my hall, 
Whose gate still opens wide to misery's call ? — 

James. — ^Thy James alas ! in want and woe I come 
To seek the shelter of thy friendly home. 

Ireland. — ^Woe ! that the sanction of thy sacred name, 

Should come to deepen destitution's claim ; 

When foes discomfited should trembling flee 

Before thy reeking blade ! — ^but woe is me ! 

Gazing upon his baffled brand, the Gael 

Curses the hordes that warp the eternal scale ; 

And rend with iniffian hand the trembling string, 

That waked the heart to rapture's fervid spring ; 

Or at the shrine its deep devotion poured. 

When Christ looked down where Christian priests adored. 
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€i|te. — 2i chpSun-bi^ifi *x ^ chum^mn, n&c|tei3-|n 60 mheiT- 
ne<^ch, 

5fth T'^6"^^6A|i cuib be*6 bhiiibhe<^nii chu, 
beabh <^Ti c-^ ]nnne <^n chituinne, c<^obh le<^c <^'6 choimipc 

bh<^e5h<^l 6.'x bhpoib bo nAimhbe ; — 
l)ei6h -F^^bh^fi ^3uy ipuil, beibh &itle<^cli ^*y ceiniWi, 

*2lHi chji^oiTnhuiit <^3 ceAchc 6Jb cholrnhba^chc 
'ils ClenieTic \ ^^ philib <^'t ^i^pley 3^11 nme 

Qi'b ch^OTuhn^bh 'y ^'b choifni|tc choibhche. 

ye<^Tn. — 5^lini 3U11 cu, mo ch&le ^'j mo chuib, 

'y <^'6 ^U3m<^i|* 30 bh-'puilim clAoibhce 
T 3^^^ cp^un-chaitt^bh <^ n30il, bo qi<^ocli<^6h ^^ifi muifi, 

'y bo c6uT<^6h le com<^Tin 5ile<^|-, 
Chum m6 <^3ut rii, ^|t 3-cl^iit ^*x ^\i 3-CI013, 

T 3^^*^ lAoch me<^|t 6e chma^Mi fVlh1le<^bli, 
bheich 'n^ n-<^ol-bhiioi5 s^^n nme, <^3 pV^jte^^chc \ <^3 
yeinne^^bh, 

C<^ol-chituic le milij* lAoiche, 

Cijie. — ^'l b^%h<^l ope ^noiy, c<^ <^on-mh<^c n^ citumne 
• 'X ^ji n<^omh-bh|tom3e<^l mhiliy c^oibh le<^c ; 
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James. — Spouse of my soul ! I was constrained to flee — 

The minions I dared trust abandoned me ; — 

Out on the false ones 1 thousand foes pressed on — 

Betrayed— deserted-^^ould I stand alone ? — 

Thy Phoenix form ! thy cheek's fresh lily hue ! 

Thy fragrant lips distilling honied dew ! 

Dear victim ! what are these, when churls prevail. 

And thy sons curse the brand that thus could fail ? 

Ireland. — ^Bend not, my stately oak ! nor let dismay 
Blench thy bold brow ! the craven may betray — 
Desert thee — foes assail thee — but in vain ! 
God is with thee to shelter and sustain. 
Gleams the bright blade ! the ocean from afar 
Wafts to thy aid all circumstance of war — 
With Clement's — Philip's banner streaming high, 
Naples shall shade thee, and thy foes defy. 

James. — My spouse ! my portion ! in thy changeless faith 
Is all my pride — my hope of glory's wreath — 
Count o'er the valiant hearts — the true — the brave. 
Whose truth, by sea or land, has earned a grave. 
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Il&&h):i6 3^ch bfwji, <^'y 3&bhe<^iin lonn A bh-^ruil, 

beibh r<^-chUnM ycoic,— J^ciihil bhochc i^ip mne<^l 

50 -F^ehbhit^ch, -puikc^h, ptochmh^m 
50 T^ib^n^ c<^P rP"^*'> "<^ bii&^n-coi|ic le bftoib^ 
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In loyal strife, to bid our holy fane 

Pour to approving heaven its welcome strain — 

And lofty spirits of Milesian line,^ 

Freely in their white, happy homes entwine — 

Proud and unfettered, from all controul. 

Save the bright spell that binds them soul to soul — 

Ireland. — But rest thee now ! a firmer hope remains ! — 
A hand divine prepares to rend thy chains ! 
The Mother of the Man- God shall invoke. 
The Eternal deal the liberating stroke. 
The Scot — the Gael — the rallying thousands come; 
The reeking sword half chokes the ravening tomb ; 
And o*er the deep the festering boars* shall flee. 
Racked with ^^ the want, the woe,"" they wrought for thee. 
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^ch €u5n<^ch mo bheSji, b'lri^is 5<^o6hUibh v^ chcoiih, 

ch6i|i, 
5<^n bhiobh3<^6h ^^ \AO^\b\ m'yihi^zh c<^oiTice 30 beSish I 

^Jlijt U 3ihUn <^n oiji, ti^ A bUotbh c<^i|-, c6iX coip, 
*Jl bfi^oibhche 30 t)Tpe<^ch, <^i|t <^on &<^ch *|-<^ |i6|-, 
bhibh c<^o|t ^nn ^ beol, 3<^ti chlAon^Mi <^nn \ cU&h^ 
Qlchc nnne <^3U|* c^^oTne, 3<^ti iT<^on^6h 60 |T|t66h. 

71 Teimh-chopp b<^ c<^ix, ni<^p 3h&T ^^ip <^' n-e<^y, 
b<^ 3hl&i3iol 6, 3eu3<^, <^ m^up ^'y ^ ^h 

5up r^<<pui3h <^ x^U, 't <^ qi&chc 60 b<^ 6e^T- 
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LAMENT FOR THE QUEEN OF KING 
JAMES 11.^ 

BY HENRY ORATTAN GURRAN. 



Dark source of my anguish ! deep wound of a land^ 
Whose young and defenceless the loss will deplore ; 

The munificent spirit, the liberal hand, 
Still stretched; the full bounty it prompted to pour. 

The stone is laid o'er thee ! the fair glossy braid, 
The high brow, the light cheek with its roseate glow; 

The bright form, and the berry that dwelt, and could fade, 
On these lips, thou sage giver^ all, all are laid low. 

Like a swan on the billows she moved in her grace. 
Snow white were her limbs, and with beauty replete; 

And time on that pure brow had left no more trace, 
'^Than if he had sped with her own fairy feet. 

VOL. II. c 
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yo <^n ^/Ih&ipe b<^ mho, 6'& b-c&imsh 30 ^H, 
'Jlchc M^ifie ^'r M^ipe, <^3ur ^Xipe n$ 6h$ ;— 
yo Ml ^hi^nte 5<^n 3ho, jiiniie b^y ^^ n^ be$6h<^ibh, 
lln ftish-bhe^^Ti ni<^|i b*ioc-f(i6, <^ chtoj* leij* <^n 3-cp6. 

Tpltt^&^h yh^UTn<^iT b(^ mhi 'n& C<^gr<^ii tk^ rl^sh, 

'Zln Itlsh-TphlAich h^ Ti<^oiTihch<^, i^ bu6h 8il|*e bo'n 

|toiTnh. — 
'M^T3 w<^nib A3UT %h, c<^'n Wj* p bu6h 3n$bh, 
yiiochc )/Kile<^&h 30 h-ipoll, f^bh<^oi|iTe 'n ^ n-6e6i3h. 

lUTobh f iK^ch ^3UT Xp, 3<^n 'pK^p^^ilc *n ^ n-6^il, 
^3 bK^n-fciiiOT Ti<^ n-b<^oine, b'K\i mhwn^^j ^ m-h^x 
71 &-cu<^ipiT3 'T ^ 3-c&il> C^> lu^^ibhce ^nn 3<^ch ^pb, 
^ 3-c^oiiie<^T, ^ s-cjiloTK^chc, 'f ^ * n-b<^oiibh^chc bo 
bh^imh. 

^'l c<^lAnih, nil cip, b'J^ji ch^T^ol <^n 3hpi^n, 

1^0 mfk^ll^^chc 60 T^oji, <^3UT itK^llAchc ii<^ ii<^oimh, 
6o'n 6me 60 bhibip, ^' bh.|:Uich«^r <^" t^T ' 
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Whatever of purity, glpry, hath ever 

Been linked with the name, lovely Mary was thine ; 
Woe! woe, that the tomb, ruthless tyrant, should sever, 

The ties which our spirits half broken resign. 

Than Caesar of hosts' — the true darling of Rome, 
Far prouder was James — where piure spirits are met 5 

The virgin, the saint — though heaven's radiance illume 
Their brows — Erin's wrongs can overshadow them yet. 

And rank be the poison — ^the leagues that distil, 
Through the bean of the spoiler that laid them in dust ; 

The rapt bard with their glory the nations shall fill. 
With the fame of his patrons, the generous, the just. 

Wherever the beam of the morning is shed. 
With its light the full fame of our loved ones hath shone ; 

The deep curse of our sorrow shall burst on his head 
That hath hurled them — ^the pride of our hearts 1 from 
their throne — 

c2 
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Y& cheimhioll) j:^ c)te$i6h, t& An Tp&ip Ann t^n U, 
^n^-pshe Aci( cA^neAbh, s^n fsich Atp A ni-b|t6n, 
C& An c-AorbA t& An c-63, |:i^ chlAdibhceAchc A 

nsleSibh, 
61oc-|Ti6 An ]ti3h-bheAn, A chioi" Iciy An s-cpibh ! 

'yiAs 3&nineAch nA ni«b$, Aip l^nA ni'l ipeop, 
4^A h-6in Aip nA 5^u5Aibh, ci( n-^usmAiT A 3-ceSil, 
^1 ei|3 Ai|t An 16, ni'l l&m A3 An eo, 
btcc-riiSf Afi |li3h-bheAn, A chior leir ^^ 3-c[i$6h ! 

Ci^ib 3Ao6hlAibh 3An qte^ip, 6o'n cAobh-p be'n 3ho, 

?lnn fiop-bhitQib, A n-bAoipp, mo chnAoibhceAchc, mo 

rcle6i6h ! 
C& cfiAochAbh Aip mo Th^h> cA 1310T Aip mo Tce^bh, 
'Jinn piA ciAncAibh mAp A cKibhcheAp, Aip bibi|tc An fi \ 

^X ceApc ^fchbhAp rf m6, 'n& ^bbbhAp nA n-3le6i6h, 
YS^ul cjii^ibhce 60 c1iR|tlAi3h, 't An &ic-p 30 nuA6h 
C?L 3^|tchA Ann 3Ach 6, ci( A 3-ci(iit6eAT &o'n ]l$imh, 
IIA yp&mne mAp i:i^3bhA6h, Igip-bhJLi&hce, mo bh$ich ! 
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The mid'day is dark with unnatural gloom — 
And a spectral lament wildly shrieked in the air, 

Tells all hearts that our princess lies cold in the 
tomb — 
Bids the old and the young bend in agony there ! 

Faint the lowing of kine o'er the seared yellow lawn ! 

And tuneless the warbler that droops on the spray ! 
The bright tenants that flashed through the current are 
gone ! 

For the princess we honoured w laid in the clay. — 

Darkly brooding alone o'er his bondage and shame, 
By the shore, in mute agony, wander the Gael^ — 

And sad is my spirit — and clouded my dream, 
For my king — ^for the star my devotion would hail — 

What woe, beyond this, hath dark fortune to wreak ? 

What wrath o'er the land yet remains to be hurled ? 
They turn them to Rome ! but despairing they shriek, 

For Spain's flag, in defeat, and defection is furled — 
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4li*l c&6hbh<^chc dnn mo bhU|t, 'x ^^ Th^'ST^eAb wo 6hoich, 

leip-bh^ibhce <^nn j-A n-jS, ne<^|tc ph^itt^oh r\^ Tn-bpS, 
T n"3 M^^^^Tc 3<^n i^rch lar, 'r ^ fcb<^«^^ne 3<^n clobh<^bh ! 

IX jiiosh-^hlAich cha|tc, choip, |tu3 ^A^^je ^t <^' &-c$i[i, 

Ycmp 6iom<^r dy rple^ib^ luchb ch|U^diT<^ch n<^ m-Wb, 
60 bhTbi]t 30 Tni-ched|u^ &ji fi-b<^^Tie 't ^P ^^'ch ! 
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Though oup sorrows avail not— our hope is not lost — 
For the Father is mighty ! — the Highest remains ! — 

The loosed waters rushed down upon Pharoah's wide 
host — 
But the billows crouch back from the foot He sustains — 

Just power ! that for Moses the wave didst divide^ 
Look down on the land where thy followers pine ; 

Look down upon Erin ! and crush the dark pride 
Of the scourge of thy people — the foes of thy shrine. 
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UillK^m 6<^ll*)ioch<^fi. 



Yo^Ub ^ it&ji <^ 3.C&H choiT I^r^ 6hAnih^ 

2I5 b^n^bh le^nn<^-buibh ^^in ^ip e^Tb<^i6h ne\\sc, 

|t6 ! ip^^oi T5<^Tn^lUibh b)t$ifi ! 
60 bheKpc^T le*Tn ch<^obh c^ c^^h 3^11 <^mh^|tc we, 
Y*bei)i-bhe<^n TnTie<^T<^|tbh<^^ bh^uUc^ir, bh^^TK^mhuil^ 

\ii ! bubh ch<^ichfie<^Tnh^ch piibh ! 
bubh bh^^ichce, CTU3h, 6|!giTn|ia^ch, ne<^Tnh|w^ch, (^m<^|t- 

Cjtt^^bh^ch, c^iT<^, bubh, 3<;n chhm 6. c<^itTin.|:hoik 
lei 'fi d m-ba^jic^ibh <^3 cg^^chc ^ip b^^ille-chitich 
pi ! 30 c<^Umh 'n ^ beiish I 
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CLIONA OF THE ROCK. 



BY HENRY QRATTAN CURRAN. 



The night clouds gathered o'er me ; anguish preyed 

Upon my sinking spirit — forth I strayed^ 

Tin by a lonely fort I came — and there 

Stood darkly brooding o'er my soul's despair; 

When lo ! revealed before my dazzled eyes, 

Girt with the gushing radiance of the skies, 

A nymph appeared; — exuberant and bright, 

In sable lustre, o'er her brow of light 

Fell the dark tresses, whose descending flow 

Mantled the maiden's steps with tremulous glow. 

She touched the harp — and, oh ! the answering sound 

That floated from the throbbing chord around ! 

Oh never yet could earthly feeling win 

From harp such voice to pour its fervor in. 

As trembled to that touch : — the song had ceased. 

And scarce the etherial beam those fingers graced. 
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bo b'lTiTiiollc^, T<^6bh-3hl^n, jiiibh i ph<^ili|tiT> 
Y^^ji i yh^b-zhiuiixe ^iji cheCib 60 |p[te<^3Abh poific, 

it$ ! pe slioc^T ^ meSp ! 
60 T3|tTobhv<^bh le c<^6l-phe<^nn n&^c<^ i^ip nihe<^TYi|t<^fii 

[10 ! 30 pilbhip, f63b<^ch ! 
*2l binne-3huch c<^^h, Y <^ b^ul 3<^n be<^|tnK^b, 
^ n-6li3hchibh n<^ n-ei3T *x^ l^U3h<^6h r\6. x^^\vch6, Tuik 
5<^^6h<^il3e <^3 ^^ichpij- TS^ul n^ bh-ipe<^it^-chon 
*Jli|t cb^he<^chc Ti<^ Ti«b]i^3<^n ipAoi p&Tn 30 b<^nb<(^ 

[1$ ! ^ Tn-b<^|ic<^ibh n<^ tl^3li ! 

bMbh Ut<^bh n<^ 3-c<^ett 'n ^ 3n&6h ni<^|t e<^U i^ip rpuich, 
Y3<^fehe ^n c-|Tie<^chc<^ 30 c|teun ^ n-6«^|t3<^jv 

\ii ! 'n <^ le<^<^in .3AT1 cheobh 
*y <^ nw^U bu6h ch<^a ^^ip <; h.e<^6Ain le<^nb<^ch, 
lei|i.3hUTi, 3he<^n<^Tnhuil, mh^^qtbh^^, mhi^ii-e^^mhuil, 

tii ! bubb ch^lm^^ cUbh ! 
bubh che<^l3<^ch, T^^bhp^ch, ^^^he ^ it<^Tnh<^|i-|toi3, 
^213 ci^iche^mh ti<^ r<^ei3hed6 qie'ni cb^^^h ^' n-eAchpMin, 
le iK^ b-<^gl.ch|iobh tedbb^^p i|» ni^z^ tb<^|i|t<^iii3v«^bh, 
TP^^gUchom, nK^pcAicb, ^'x U^cb-me^p r<^ip3e 

Op6! <^ip le<^cb<^n-bhp<^c rii6il ! 
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While o'er the snowy page she poured along 

The sUent burthen of that wondrous song. 

It was a glorious record — in those lays 

Burned the bright memory of other days ; 

Meanwhile, with glowing lip, and voice that rolled 

Symphonious to their theme, the maiden told, 

In language of the Gael, the sage's lore — 

The virtue — the emprise — in days of yore 

That Banba nurtured ' — and across the brine 

She traced the prows of the Milesian line. 

The berry's glow, the swan's unsullied plume, 

Her cheek of softness blended to illume — 

Her forehead — oh ! t'was smooth as infancy 

Exhibits, ere the soul forget the sky. 

Its bright eternal home ; ere mortal care 

Hath left its shadow or its impress there. — 

And, o'er its soft expanse, so brightly meek. 

Her sable brow was arched i^ith slenderest streak. 

Her eyes with light, with lambent glory fraught. 

Flashed deep into my soul— the maiden wrought 

On satin garments, next, the mingling chase ; 

Wolves — ^hunters — ^hounds, were there in headlong race; 

There too, the broidery portrayed the brave 

Who gathered laurels o'er die bounding wave. 

With &ltering tongue, I said, celestial fair ! 

Vouchsafe a gracious answer to my prayer. 
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^ich|tiT b^mh 'pein, Ic 6'<^en-coil <^icchiTn ope, 

C\ie6Jb i ^n |:e<^|t<^nii ^K'n n^^hn ^p 3h^bh<^i|- chuc<linn, 

po I no <^p c^r^bh cu 6jn choip ? 
^0 ^n cu-T<^ <^fi bhe<^Ti rh^mh <^n Cp^^6h le'p qiei^ysp^Mi 
y6h\ TiA -po^p^^-choin ^uchrmh^^p', ^^cmh^^inje^^ch', 

po ! 6o (K^illMbh 't <^n n-sleolbh ? 
4^6 ^r\ bhponi3e<^l6'& n-3U^^hch^p fc^ipbpe mh^^ire^^nfihuil^ 
le'p c^illMbh ^ 3-cein n^ cpeun-):hip ch<^lni<^ ? 
4^5 C&pmc inhe^T<^pbh<^ cp^ n-<^p ce<^fM^6h 
le C&ll ^ip 3he<^l<^-|-hpuich, K^p b-c^chc 6 '2llb<^in, 

p$ ! chuip muillce <^ip |-e$l? 

bubh bh^n^mhuil, mionU, c<^oin, c^^iy, c<^pch<^nn^ch, 
'Jl Uolche cna^T^^ 3<^ti mh<Cill ^3 |:pe<^3<^ipc 6<^Tnh, 

p$ ! le Ubh^^pch^ibh ^ be$il : 
It be^^pbh ^ji p n^ch biobh fub b'-phionw^iT, 
^lop 3i6h whe^^T^iTn 3up h\(i^h 60 Tbe<^nch<^T, 

p$ ! <^ip 3h<^iT3e Ti<^ &-qte6n : 
^hc IT mc*p ClTobhiK^ i ch^^^bh n<^ c<^pp<^i3e, 
60 c^T<^^^ ^^ '^^^ ^3lTinTiTi T^^pclw^ 6huic ; — 
tionc<^p be<^ch<^- uiTSe, 6io3Ai6h b<^pp<^ille, 
'Un phiob le me^^nnK^in biobh ^b shUc^ibh-p, 

pi I 6'& TPPe<^3<^6h 3<^n cheSibh ! 
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From some high region — thy resplendent home. 

To mortal converse, since thou deign'st to come; 

Say, art thou she, for whom the compassed towers 

Of Ilium toppled o'er her failing powers ? 

Or Deirdre, lovely nymph, for whom the glave 

Was purpled in the bosoms of the brave? 

Or Ceimit, sage inventress, she who taught 

Our land the lesson she from Alba brought ; 

And bade the crystal current of the stream 

Heave into life the mill's mechanic frame ? * 

In accents calm and sweet as ever filled 

Man's ear and heart, from honied lips distilled. 

The maiden answered,— -doubtless true the fame 

Which you recount to grace each storied name^ 

But mine is Cliona — the beetling side 

Of the tall rock my home ; * to pour the tide 

Of coming things before you I am here--* 

Bright be the revel, let no envious tear 

Dash the deep current of the mantling bowl, 

In tones of rapture pour the joyous soul : 

Exulting fiercely, Martin's followers * rave. 

Your Charles, they say, lies mould'ring in the grave ; 

But heed them not, for in the forts of hills 

'A prouder theme the pealing anthem fill? ; 

When bards with loftiest strains indignant vie. 

Proclaiming that false broods mendacity. 
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'5 ^ p&bh le re^^Ub 3U|i |^^3bh<^t)h Ci^polur 

pg ! r^iii le<^c<^ibh <^3 6iieo3h<^6h ! 
*y e chluimm <^3 b^imh <^'t ^3 i!{^i3hibh i^ip le<^T<^ibh cnoic 
Tin qt^ch 60 3<^niniche^|t -rf^j* churn Te<^lA6 |-uilc 

pS ! 3up ch<^TK^6^p 30 : 
It cum^^T^^ch, c^i3e^Tnhuil <^ip p<^ib b'-puil Ch<^ipl chape, 
•213 bpuibo^bh 3<^ch U le cl&p 3e<^l IXCnb^^n 
It Tci^pp in<^p mhMT^^"^ '^^ Yc<^c<^ An f7lh<^p3<^ibh, 
It clAich bheibh 5<^^K-phoic yhe^5h<^in che<^l3<^ich, 
po ! 6*A le<^3<^bK Y <^^ n-sleoibh ! 

bii^bh <^ichvpionn ^pb be shn&ich <^3 e^slAiT 
Ch&ibh, <^n c-TeAnch<^iT, shp&bhmhi^ip, 3he<^TmiTK^ieh 

p6 ! bo lei^Tibh n^ h.03 ! 
'JI't TC^^pchA 3<^n ch^^imh 'n<^ bheJ^i3h pn A3<^ibb-p, 
*2lip chUlp ^n c<^bh<^ipne, A3 cp<^3hAbh 3Ach bAppAiUe, 

p6 ! le |:AippTi3e ceoil ! 
yannibh 30 T^wh, 3^11 T3^^*^ poimh 5hAllA-phoic, 
7ls TCinneAbh 3Ach b^in, ^bh cl&ich le TcAlAb pbh, 
CA bhup b-pAcenc le ^p^shAil 3^11 beApmAb, 
It T^PP le cAjtS*^** 5^^ TS^di 3^11 6^3!^, 

p6 ! pn bapeAbh le'in T3e6l ! 
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Tnith beams upon the crest of Cashell's son; 
Hosts gird bim round ; our own, our rigbteous one ; 
Banba's warm beart with him no despot shares, 
The slumbering blade, lo ! tardy justice bares ; 
Down with the spoiler ! till no English tread 
May pause in anguish o'er the countless dead. 
From every shrine redeemed, in choral swell 
God's chosen priests his mighty works shall tell ; 
Our pastors, meek, and continent, and true — ' 
And they shall register the deeds you do 
To be a beacon light to other daysr-- 
Then crown the goblet — ^and exulting r^ise 
The festive measure — let no abject sense 
Depress your spirits ; heaven is your defence ; 
Even now the impress of the eternal seal 
Is on your freedom's fiat — fare thee well. 
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^lip 3huch " Cijie mo mhuiitnin j-l^n le<^c 30 bpi^chJ 



\X ip^6<^ m^ ^ 3-c(iTnh^i6h 3^11 cniich le c6upni^, 

50 6(ibh-chpdi6he<^ch, qi&ch-U3, cUlich^ 3<^n qieoip ; 
2l'ni bh<^TC<^6h ^^3 b&p 'r <^'n^ bhpu3h<^6h ^3 b^^ochUich, 

21 Uiib lom Tliibhe ^oi bhp^c<^bh <^n bhp^m ; 
5<^n ch<^p<^i6 A'm ch<^bh<^ip ^chc 6onn '|- <^ 3h<^olc<^, 

60 bhe^pcui3h <^ip b-riiiT b<^Tnh Cuiplin3 c<^ebh leii", 
50 n-<^ichpiTe<^6h buinn 3<^ch p(iin bubh t&ip 60, 

le bull 3itetnn, TSlSipe ^*t 3Xipbe<^T ceSil, 

b' i^ichpii" <^ip b-diiT bdinn c&t n<^ T^op-^hl^irh, 
5^n Tpiu iTilm 3neibh '3ui" -pi^ch ^ n.3le6ibh 

^I'r 3wp 3^ipib babh b&p ^ n-blichc^T "^ph&bhlim, 
2Vx cpu eh^^oin Cibhip c&ip s^n rpeoip. — 
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CANTICLE OF DELIVERANCE. 

BY HENRY ORATTAN CURRAN. 



Too long have the churls' in dark bondage oppressed me, 

Too long have I cursed them in anguish and gloom ; 
Yet hope with no vision of comfort has blessed me — 

The cave is my shelter — the rude rock my home : 
Save Donn and his kindred/ my sorrow had shaken 
All friends from my side, when at evening, forsaken, 
I sought the lone fort, proud U> hear him awaken 
The hymn of deliverance breathing for me. 

He told how the heroes were falFn and degraded, 

And scorn dashed the tear their affliction would claim ! 
But Phelim and Heber,^ whose children betrayed it. 

The land shall relume with the light of their fame ! 

The fleet is prepared, and proud Charles is commanding, 

Ai^d wide o'er the wave the white sail is expanding. 

The dark brood of Luther shall quail at their landing — 

The Gael, like a tempest, shall burst on the foe ! — 

VOL. II. D 
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215 c<^pp<^in3 c<^p <^bh<^iTin le c<^bh<^iji b'^^p r^^op^^bh, 
'f nt Tiih^^idiipibh je bonn bo chlAnn Uit^iiuiry 
'f beibh ToshA 5^oibhil qt^n 5K11 cI&t *r <^ti c6ip. 

')Pedi-6<^ beibh 5pe<^nTi Le pnn <^3^i3pbh, 
?l*T nuin bhinn 5lcu]x<^ <^3 b&imh <^n cheoil, 

2l|- co3h<^ !*%*»« ^5 cl^'P 1* T^3h<^il 6'in le$3h<^n, 
beibh ceAlU H3UT liifib 3i^n chtimTe A3 p^^piiTf, 

beibh e<^r^i|tr bM-bonihn<^ich 1^ b-ca^mpwll ei|ieAn, 
beibh Tc<^ipe<^h A3iq- i-c^^nniuibh <iip chompUichc &3in, 

'f <^t fiibhAch, pche^ch sAoibhil 30 bpi^ch 'n A bhe6i3h. 

Tfin A3Ab i chtiiT 3Ach jitin bA mheinn liom, 

^I'r fneAmh|iui3h f &n bo ch^ch mo fc^l, 
Ci3eAbh 3Ach cpobhAnte A 3-cobhAi|i le I'eAitlAif 

CiiimhTii3h An con|iAbh |i6ub 30 clAon Ap nAwhAib- 
I'm AsAibh An rAn A't 3AbhAibh le ch&le, 

P|teAbAibh le -ponh A't pleAnncAibh m&ch-phoic, 
leAnAibh An f^hA Ai|i bhpom3 Ann &chich, 

'X n^ h-iompol3heAbh A&i ley^^ch, S'n n-3le$ibh. 
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The bards shall exult, and the harp string shall tremble, 
And love and devotion be poured in the strain ; 

Ere ^' Sambain" '^ our chiefs shall in Temor assemble — 
The **' Lion" protect our own pastors again : 

TFie Gael shall redeem every shrine's desecration ; 

In song shall exhale our warm hearts adoration ; 

Coufiision shall light on the foes usurpation^ 
And Erin shine out yet triumphant and free. 

The secrets of destiny now are before you — 

Away.! to each heart the proud tidings to tell, 
Your Charles is at hand, let the green flag spread o'er you ! 
The treaty they broke ' your deep vengeance shall swell : 
The hour is arrived, and in loyalty blending, 
Surround him ! sustain ! shall the gorged goat descending 
Deter you, your own sacred monarch defending — 
Rush on like a tempest, and scatter the foe ! 



d2 
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Tuu C2ibi)|t?ici) ei|te?i<h<h- 



'Jlip m<^ibin 3<^ch<^ lu<^in, Wbhim ^ip me<^|tbhMl fik^in, 

'y mS <^3 <^inh<^|ic u^^iin <^ip n<^ nK^ol-chnoic, 
f/Ap n<^ch cluinim ^n u^ill, <^3 c<^|itt<^in3 chum cu^in, 

^& U^mhAch 3unn<Ci6he-Tn6it <^ Tn-tJinn C<^bAip ; — 
lAun^ b-cA3A6 fibh 30 luAch^ bei&h Ap TiAmhui6-ne 30 
bu<^Tiy 

It n3fK^6<^TYi \ii TYihop A' n-Cipmn, 
'Y'beibh clAnn^ f\\i 30 ^uAp, "Fliuch, K3 ob^^ip -pAw 
6huAl3AT, 

'X A f/lhttijie n<^ch qtu<^i3h y(kb 5<^obh<^il bhochc'. 

ly -pAb^^ pnn <^3 |<nl libh, 'n Xp 3.C06IA 't 'n <^ii Ti-b(iT3<^6h, 

Yibh-fi che<^chc ch&3<^inn 30 h-Cipinn, 
2ln 3h^niAi6h Itichmh^fi, bo shlAn-p^^bh ^n puliic bhinn, 

2l'if All c-ifeAn-chulAich chiimhAibh c^ <^ip 5'^<^ebhil 
bhochc' ; — 
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THE EXPECTED OF IRELAND. 



BY HENRY ORATTAN CURRAN. 



I turn to the hills, with the dawn as I waken, 
And sickens my soul o'er its promise deferred ; 
The wave with no hearts exultation is shaken. 
No cannon's deep voice o'er Ben-Edar * is heard. 
Oh speed to sustain us ! oh leave not the crown 
Of green Erm the brow of her tyrant to press ! 

On her names of renown. 

Her invaders look down. 
And the Gael's aching heart sinks with shame and distress. 

The hope of your coming o'er Erin has brightened. 
In wakefulness present — in vision displayed — 
Until in your promise her shackles seem lightened, 
And rent from her bosom the shroud that arrayed. 
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6& bh-ipeiCTpe<^TnAo1f bhup 3-con3nA6h, <^3 r|te<^TC|t<^6h n<^ 
3-cul-|thoc, 

'Zlsuf C<^poluT A 6-cuT "^ T^leipe; 
bhiAbh <^ll<^mh<^p rp(ipTnh<^(i, A3 Temne^^bh 3<^lU:ttcwp<^ 

*2litt jiilMbh nA Tn-b<^n bh-i:ionn 't <^ip chiioc 3iieine, 

'X ^^ b-c<^3<^bh pbh-fe cha3Airme, rii cheib):e<^6h <^fi 
3-c6n3n<^6h, 
bhiAbh ye6i[i6i fk^ bliichche <^iin <^ l^ne ; 
bh-'puil 6h<^in3e<^n m ChuiT, 30 cil1M|tAich Am chupT^, 

bliK^bh ConAchc A3Uf 00136 UlAbh A3 ^liomh ; — 
bhiAbh cuilleAbh -poT nAch btibbpAT, A3 cAppAin3 cAp 
cpiuch chu3hAinn, 
50 lAnnAmhAp, luchmhAp, ^ubqiorn, 
buAin AllAiT A^ An s-cuAn-phmpc, bo lA3Aibh Ap 
3-con3nAbh, 
'X beibli 6onchAbh A3ur UnA A3 & cheile. 

bi^ Ti.3AbhAbh clAnnA <P|fell, A rciAch A'r ^ 3-clolbheATnh, 
^^3*^T ppionnT<^ r\6. Ti-5AobhAl fVlAc C<<pdiAich, 

bhiAbh O'TTuiUiobh&in bh^ApA, A3 cAppAms 30 qt^un 
chu3Ainti, 
'2l3ur ^Aocon-fVlApA n&'p chp&3 piAmh A ch^ipbe; — 
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Oh gleain but your swords on the goats to advance ! 
Bid our Charles in the front his position to take^ 

And at liberty's glance, 

A wide host from their trance. 
Over bright Sliev-na-mon and Knock-Greny will wake.' 

Ob fly to our shores, and should weapons be wanted, 
Our l^uds in the blood of the deq)ot we'll dye ; 
They'll come from Kildare, and from Dingle undaunted. 
For Conaught with Ulster in Glory will vie : 
Every spot of the land burning spirits will send. 
And oh, when regenerate they leap from the chain. 

What shield may defend 

Those who taught them to bend, 
When with Una her Donald's united again.' 

The clan of O'Neill with the sword redly gleaming/ 
Will come with Mac Carthy the prince of the Gael — 
And O'Sullivan's banner from Bear-haven streaming — 
Mac Mahon our strong one, that never could fail — 
On Mac Morogh of Leinster the scourge shall be laid ; 
Blarney's lord his disgrace with Mac A wliffe will share — 

When her ranks are arrayed. 

With the pole and the blade. 
Then shall Sabia' rejoice and her tyrants despair. 
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beibh 0'M"F'^<^''>^ Ui5he<^n, b'f^ 3hpe<^iK^6h 30 Wnn, 

^<^c 2lTY^h&l3^^<^ A3UT oi3h|ie nA bl&ipne, 
beibh 6j\ chinch ^^3 |'<^6hbh, \'x ^^^ ^ ^^PP ^ bhei6he<^T 

beibh <^fi Ti<^mh<^i6 Asuj* A3h<^ibh ^ b-poill ^ n-&ip6e. 

')Po1llTe6ch<^i6h 5e<^nP^i^> <^3UT be<^n):<^i6h fe culloib, • 

5fth 3up p^6<^ € A b-piollSip n^ bpiiibheAchcA ; — 
bw^bh <^|i fceul-Tie copciift^ 'n Cijiinn <^3 boichc |:$t, 

'2I3UT c|ioch'p<^i6he<^p ^ bh-i:uil be66h bhe'n c-pol 66 ; — 
5he<^bhAi6h x^^b loTn-3hle66h, 'n iochb<^|i ^^n prin TF^ipc, 

'^ lOTK^b 3<^ch T^3h 60 bWbh <^c<^, 
5^11 chSiTce, 3<^n ch|ion6i3, 3<^n fHTon, 3<^n.TYih<^i]tc-|:heoil9 

113U1- 3uibhT6h le'wi Tce$l 3<^bh<^il chimchioU. 
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The magical pillar where Garret lies sleeping,^ 
Shall thrill to the war-cry — ^his spirit shall come ; 
The day spring whose radiance illumines our weeping. 
Will glare like a sun stroke on them to consume ; 
In their darkness of soul they shall turn from the ray 
That arises, their dream of despondence to break. 

When the pageant display, 

And the banquet decay, 
Oh swift be the bolt Erin's vengeance to wreak ! 
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u2nii-cr)Utvii)^i6r) <i]'ii <h-5'iie6r)2ii. 



bpon^ch |:uipe<^iiTi cpice Chuinn ! 

?lrh|iul3he u^^inn blishe 66. 

le plAnd^pon qii<^l1Aibh p<^6, 
5uibhTnuib b}^ bhuinn 30 b-n, 
fVl^^p chu5 le TYiTo|tbh<^ile wioji, 
16n<^T be66h ^j bhpoinn <;n wihiL 

11<Wibh Y <^ chUnn 6'n n-bilmTi n-5<Jiinhinn, 
clidinn 30 c^nn bli<^bh<^in be66h ; — 
O'n phUnt&rion t^^jip^ibh t^, 
*Jl Ti.3uTbhe 66 <^ t& <^|t n-b^ich. 
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LAMENT OF THE GAEL.^ 



BY HENRY ORATTAN CURRAN. 



Woe to the land of Con, ' for o'er the plains 
The bounteous soil his sons in freedom trod ; 
With blind and fierce misrule, the spoiler reigns. 
And mocks and mars the eternal laws of God. 

Outcast in cHmes remote, his children weep. 
Conjuring Him to be our safety's tower ; 
Who from the writhing monster of the deep 
Redeemed the trembling prophet of his power — 

Stretched forth his hand to Noah's feithiu] race ; 
And bade them o'er the waves securely ride. 
That veiled a slumbering world — He can release 
Our sinking land — ^in Him our hopes abide. 
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ClAnn h-ln»^eil Hon ^ Tlu<^i3h, 
5^Ti 3h|t&in 3<^Ti 3hu<^i|- bo chu3 j-e, 
O'n muip |tobh<^pc<^ich, pu^^ibh ; 
be<^|iV<^ni-ne bu<^bh be bheoin bi. 

C|ieibeATnh b^in3eAnn, bSchchuT ^*x 3n<^bh^ 
le^n bo 3hn^ich 3Uibhe <^n |M3he, 
ISb <^ip i:hoi3hib it j^ f\i^^\i 
'Puitc^^chc bo 3hlu<^iT o |:hlAichedT 6^. 

^u<^ip lonsinuT '3 ^ who Tn<^ip3, 

^l3h<^ibh bo ch&il3 cpolbhe ^n jtishe, 

le hioni<^b 3p^T <^'t bSuji 

60 'pu<^i|t TpSifi <^|i pn ^ 3hnionih. 

• 
60 3he<^bh<^ni 30 b|ii03hwih<^ii, bu<^n 

|ii3h n^ n-b(il bo che<^iiTi<^i3h chWnn, 

'Pa^ltt^nn T<^ibhbhi|i, Tw<^ch<^iTi, T^^^ji, 

5^n chToT bh<^o|t tk^ fiTie<^bh •nie<^n3, 

y^b^ pn ft^mp^ 'n <^ jiun, 

b<^3Aji bhu<^n b'^jt 3-cu|i i A|t bh-j^bj 
f/<^|i li<^i3he<^T l&f^^iiuT 3<^n teun, 
|'c<^^l):ibh 30 ji&bh pnn $ bhpSn. 
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His arm upheld the host of Israel safe. 
When countless perils round their path were poured — 
Weak in His grasp they saw the billows chafe — 
The mightiest shall he His people's sword ! 

Faith, Hope, and Charity — confiding pray'r — 
Breathed to the King of kings, in anguish deep, 
The mercy won for Job's unmurmuring care. 
That o'er the mourner's trust will never sleep. 

Longinus too, with gathering ills opprest. 
That solace earned, with tears and holy deeds, 
Which heav'n exults to pour upon the breast 
That loves, and bows confiding while it bleeds. 

And He, the Holy One, whose gushing veins 
Spilled their redeeming current for our weal — 
He shall be with us — and shall rend our chains. 
Our burthens lighten, and our freedom seal. 

The extinction of our race— our country's shame. 
The tyrant threatens — but the power that shed 
Through Lazarus' cold lips the vital flame, 
A shield of safety for the Gael shall spread. 
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^In qtu<^5h libh n<^ -p^elchoiTi <^n &chi3h 't^^n pheill buibh, 
7I3 ftuA3<^ipc TK^ cV^jie <^'t 6*& l&p chuji ip^ bh^^^pp ? 
[Ao n\i^\i'X^\ 30 qieich-lA3 tyk^c yh&^jiluiT b^ j6^ 

A3uinn, 
Qlnn uAi3h cupch<^ <^ n-^on^p 'x ^ ThA%-6h^lc<^ <^ip 
bibipc! 

It cpu<^illi3che, clAonmh^^p 'x iT cpe<^pn 6o'n 6poin3 oilc, 
Cpu<^b1i-nihionn<^ bp&se f^ fh^uU^ <^'t t:^ T^jtibhinn, 
'5 ^ w«-bu<^lAbh pe b^uU^ibh Ap 3-cl;eipe <^*T ^P T^cfichi, 
'I* n&'p bhuAl 60 chU^iTiT) yh^TnuiT c'pSinn yh^^op «<^ b-cpi 
pi03h<^chc<^. 
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THE PROPHECY OF DONN FIRINNEACH. 



BY HENRY ORATTAN CURRAN. 



Does tby spirit despond that these wolves' perfidious, 

forsworn, 
Should banish God's priests, and laugh his religion to 

scorn; 
Feeble, exiled, is Charles, the son of the monarch we 

loved. 
Far, far from the hearts, that would bleed to sustain him, 

removed. 

Oh foul is the treason, that bids us our truth abjure, 
Our faith to our own regal race — oh ! dark and impure 
The breast that devised, and the traitor lip that proclaims 
Our throne and our truth to belong to any but James. 
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yc<^6|:<^i6h <^n coi[tne<^ch le ^oijine^pc iiA speme, 

2Vx TC^ip>:ibh An ceobh-p be phop-|-hle<^chc<^ibh Cibhip ; 

Qln c-lmpipe beibh 6e6|i<^ch <^'t "pionbpuf y^oT 6h<^op- 

'X An bjiicl&|i 50 ni$bp<^ch Ann feSmpA pish Y^muiT. 

beibh Cipe 30 fus^ch \ A bimzA 30 h-A^h'p<toh, 
71Y 5Ag6heil3 '3 & rcp*ibA6h 'n A mdpAibh A3 ^3ribh 5— 
beuplA nA m-bfiip n-6ubh 30 c(ichAil fAoi n^ullcAibh, 
Ql'X f^mAT 'n A chuipr 3lnl A3 cAbhAipc ciinsAncA bo 
5hAobhlAibh. 

beibh An bioblA pn Unreip 'if A bhuibh-cheA5A|3 &dn3h, 
'I* An bhuibheAn p c& cionnrAch nAch unihlui3heAnn bo'n 

3-cl$ip chipc, 
'5 ^ n-bibipc cAp cpiuchAibh 30 ^euu-lAnb 5 €tpinn 5 
Qin lAoiteAch 't A PpionnfA babh cuipc AcA A'7 A€nAch I 
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The sun shall burst forth, and the clouds shall melt in his 

sight. 
And Heber's proud race shall awake in their native 

might ; 
And the emperor shall weep, and Flanders writhe in the 

chain. 
And the "Brickler"* exult in king James's chambers 

again. 

Erin's soul shall be glad in the hall, at the festive board — 
And in science and song her sweet language o*er earth 

be poured ; 
And the tongue of the churl shall in darkness and shame 

go down, 
And James shall return, the full joy of our hearts to 

crown. 

And the fables of Luther, that darken the holy word. 
And the false ones that knelt not where God's own priests 

adored ; 
That hour's retribution shall scatter from Erin's shore. 
And Louis shall see what hearts our own prince adore. 



VOL. II. 
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resist) ^2141 t)Ul6ll€. 



6& nw^iji-pe^bh r\^ yhnne 'j ^\i n-^^iwi bhach reunmh^^it, 
2I11 Tis^^ijiTn bubh qi^unmh^^ii ^^5 quiche poy, 

50 m-b^^iiTFe^bh ^ ji&w che^pc be fhejlsh^^n buibhe. 

60 c^^tlle^bh le cp&rnhTe ^^p 5-ce<^llA l& ch&le, 

b'e<^T3<^T|i TK^ y<^ol-c"hoin <^ bh-Y&il-di|«och, — 
bo le<^3<^b^|i l<^ochi«^ chum c^ch<^ bubh chit^ne, — 

4l?l Ache c|ie<^chAbh ^suf ceuyAbh ^suy cp^bh cpo'ibhe: 
ly i^pb At& ^r\ b^uplA 't 3<^n cAfk^ibh 'j An n-5AobhAil3e, 

If bAlbh Ap n-Cisp A3 3n?;ch-chAoTbh, 
50 b-cA3Abh l& &3in cAp TAip3e y^uplAy, 

bo bhAin^eAT A p^m-cheApc be pie^3hAn bhmbhe. 
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SHANE BUL» 

BY HENRY ORATTAN CU^AN. 



Oh where are the heroes — the lights of our story, 

Our land from the Dane that defended? 
Ck»uld death yield them back, with then- bright wreath 
of glory, 

One more living leaf might be blended ; 
Could our pra/rs the proud Finians recall from their 
slumber. 

Oh the pride of the world we'd again be! 
Not a foe to our prince Erin's soil should encumber, 

And woe to the power of Shane Bui. 

The shrines of our faith are destroyed and polluted, 

By treacherous wolves that assailed us ; 

The race of our mighty is fall'n and uprooted — 

Oh weep, for our high hope has foiled us. 
b2 
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6o'n b-'ph^it^^ijie chpeishche^^ch-TO f&ch<^6h ^ piY, 

5ibh <^ch<^i|i 3<^ch <^en-neich <^n c-^lpb-itish, 
50 3-c<^T^6h <^|i ygupUT 'j ^n bh^^nbh^^ 30 31^ut6<^, 
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Rude jargon our sweet native language supplanting ; 

Mute, mute, shall the harp's thrilling strain be ; 
Till Charles, with his flag on the ocean breeze flaunting, 

Shall humble the power of Shane Bui. 

vOh sad is my heart, that for exile and danger. 

Our generous prince should have left us ; 
But Banba's wild curse shall alight on the stranger. 

Whose perfidy thus hath bereft us : 
Dread Avenger Supreme ! hear my soul's supplication I 

Swift, swift, let his course o'er the main be ! 
Our Charles shall bind up the deep wounds of the nation. 

And Erin lexult over Shane Bui. 
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Iflie <h-Ul "51f)7lb\)\l7l. 



Sup 1^^ z^ ^r\ 6i3-bhe^n, 3^11 f^T^^^^** ^ y^upUT, 
imlle^^bh, i le$n<^6h, 6 yeolAbh, c^^ji qi^un-mhuiii, 
^^ fe^p^^-choin chp^bh^^, 6he ch6i|i-Tliochb |7lhilepuit, 

2I3UT Ik^mpe^^nw^cfib cSi|inedc>i, ^j chpon-phoic le 

5UnT<^Tn Cl&p Tp66hU, 6 n<^ Colk^ich 30 leip, 

beibh Tl^i3hce ^^ip t\A Wichjiibh, 30 in$bhnih<^ii<^ch, 

2I3 qiK^ll chum 60 ph$Y6<^-T^, ^ piile n-t 5h<^i>hp<^. 
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SHEELA NA GUIRE.' 



BY JOHN D'ALTON. 



On the height of Lisgreny* cried Daniel O'More/ 

'^ Oh, Erin ! dear maiden, how long shall it be, 
Ere thy bridesman in triumph will come to thy shore ? — 

But ruin has fallen on thy warriors — and thee ! 
Yet the torch, that must kindle a world in thy cause. 

May haply the zeal of our cannons inspire. 
Against those who would trample thy freedom and laws. 

And flout at the wedding of Sheela na Guire. 
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yin ce<^chc<^ijie qi^ch^nih<^il, 3^11 ypl^x chum 6j\ |7l<^ioifi, 

5^ tciiiobhTp<^6 30 Tp^ich-3hlic, chum ^pbAibh n^ h-dpe<^n; 
5<^ch plibh, 3<^ch Tp^i3h slic, 3<^ch T&ii-ipheA|i b*K chp&n- 

bheich b<^ili3hche <^n U^ ub, <^ip <<pitleAf<^-3|ieine ; — 
Punch If pon cpoibhe<^p3, b'^ ch^oyc^^bh nK^p Th^i3hion:, 

£)puni<^bh<^ 6'^ b-pleuyc<^bh, 6'& n3p^t^b<^ chum fie3e; 
feuplAy ce^^nnY^^^bhTK^ ^bh-'pe<^p dpe<^n 3<^n mhi^ill, 

|7l<^c Ui'bhpi<^in 'Jlp^, 30 c<^lni^ medbh^p^^ch 
'JI3 qiw^ll chum 60 ph6tb<^-T<^, <^ yifile n-i 5b<^bhp<^. 

*2lp lu<^ch<^nn A 3p^6h-3e^l, 30 h-^lumn le file, 

Chu^Ubh ^ 3&ipe, <^ip ^pb n^ b-cpi pTo3h^cc<^ ; — 
Chu^^Ubh 'r ^^ TP^mn 1, le h-^ch^y 6'<^ innrin, 

Chu<^lAbh x^Ji ion:<<ilt, '3UT <^ip ^pb bh^^ilce lAoTpch, 
Chu^lAbh 1 n-eipmn, le |:eile 6*& mhuTbhe^^mh, 

50 3-cuip|:T6he n6. '^obh^.H bhochc", 't\6. peim-che<^pr 
<^pir„ 
4l<^ch bi<^6h Tfi n<^ ycpAebh bhochc, ibip mh&plich m<^p 
bhtbh, 

50 6-qt<^ech<^bh p 5<^ll<^, ^n <^icme 3^11 bh€uT<^, 
'T 3^ b-p6n:<^6h p <^ c<^p<^, le bli3h che^^pc tk^ Cl&pe. 
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** These vallies shall ring with the triumph of hosts ! 

The signals shall flash — and the thousands obey ! 
Bards, Heroes, they hear me — they flow from their 
coasts — 

Proud hill of Lisgreny ! thou'lt triumph that day. 
Echo will forward the beat of our drum. 

What chiefs in the hearts of our mountains 'twill fire ! 
O'Brien of Ara, * exulting will come, 

And Charles the bridesman bless — Sheelana Guire. 

" When to Erin was whispered the name of her spouse, 

The laugh of her heart • over Europe was heard j 
In Spain 'twas received with a kindred carouse. 

And in France and in Italy gladly declared. 
The homes, that our fathers— our childhood endeared. 

That our memories cling to with pining desire. 
Shall be ours— ours again — and the brave will be heard. 

The long exiled brave— cheering Sheela na Guire. 
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2li|i shillin <^3 ceJ^Y^jw^bh, 50 jtk\cvf\he6qi chum fcl&pe, 
le n-<^ chloibhe<^mh le^^chAn, U^ibip, 'n ^ Udmh-bhedT d't 

II3 y:u^tc<^iIc n<^ nm& 66, *t ^^ sp^bhch^^nn le f ^uplAf 
C^ bh-'puil cu <^ yheujildiT ? n& 6edn-p <^6n mh^ill! 

dibift c^^ji cit^un-mhuiit, 30 h-e<^YC<^i6h tk^ 5^ill, 
b<^in fu^^im ^T 3<^ch bp^n-phoc, ^*x T^^ T^^T ^^ ^^h^pc ; 

Yu<^t leiy n<^ ce6lc<^ibh, 30 nipbhinhi^ii^ch nie<^6hit<^ch, 
^13 qtiMl chum 60 ph6Y^<^-r^j ^ Tflnle n-t 5h^6h|i<^ ! 

Z^ y&}C^ch 'n <^ ylAob^ibh, <^i|i yhleibhabh 't^iji TYili^oilin3, 
QI3UT binn-shuch iw^ n-^unlAich, ^^iji 3h^u3^ibh ^j 6^, 
n-olbhche ; 

le 6i<^Ti-i:he<^T ^^ SP^^^j l^^^^^' ^" chjw^obh 3UY 'r ^" 
n3diTnhiied6h <^nn, 
'Y n^ch biie&3h be^y C& phoSbuy, <^3 feibedbh chuib 
Yoillye. 
Plte<^b<^ibh <^ n-<^€inTphe<^chc, ^n mSub-p piiol m-bfiK^in ! 

le^n^^ibh ^ ch&le, ^3iit |:&ich<^i6h bhup 6-qu^ch \ 
|7l^chai<^i3h dip 3h^up-3hoin, bhup 3-c6uTd&h le cidn ! 

Piiol n<^ bh-"Fe<Vp 3-c<^lnfK^, ledn<^i3h bhup l&6-}!he<^p ! 
2I3 veSil-choycdipc bob^^ich, ^ij Y^bhU-chUlp Cibhip ! 
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" And will not our heart's pulse triumphantly dance. 

When the Major, the gallant, the graceful, the brave,* 
With his chivalrous comrades shall fearless advance 

A tyrant to crush — and a country to save ! — 
Where art thou our Charles! ah, linger no more. 

One flash of thy sword — and our foes shall retire ; 
A clang of thy trumpet once heard on our shore, — 

And we'll start to thy wedding with Sheela na Guire. 

'^ The spring flowers are budding — the blossoms look gay 

But the winter of tyranny never departs; 
The birds warble sweet from each feathery spray, 

But 'tis night — starless night, o'er our hopes and our 
hearts. 
All nature's awake ! — and will not the fame 

Of heroes, your fathers — O'Brien your sire. 
Arouse you to glory — to vengeance — or shame ? 

Shall the base churls still mock your own Sheela na 
Guire ? 
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21 yiiile n^ 3-coni<^nn r\^ ifuUAm^ me b-pK^n, 

"^Poip <^iii mo 3hlAy<^ibh 'x ^'P ^^ bh^n^^b mK ip]ieub<^i|i, 

^& 1poi3hbi3h me ^m yqi^cAbh eAb^^p 3h<^nK^i6li bi^bh<^l, 
|7lo yhuil leiy ^ 3-comhnubhe, 'j 3^11 snibh bh<^mb 6'<<L 

C& mo 6hoich-T<^ le pe^a:<^|i 30 yc<^ii|1|:<^|i An bh<<b 
leiy <^n Ifelbhce-p, <^ bhe<^lb>i n<^c>i ^ic leiy n<^ mn^ibh; 

|7l?i lu<^bhAbh leiy m<^ii ch&le 1 ni'ji |i&bha3h ye ^ c^, 
Tin 5<^llA-phoc mAllui3hche Tqt^^CTpAmAoft A A6hA|ic<^, 

2Vj cuiit^re^^m bob^^ich chum pb^^ip <^y yhile n4 5h<^^hp<^» 

ly to6|i <^n chiii* ed6' bomh, 3<^ch U< 'n-u^p <^ pnuAlnim 
^lifi 3hiiu<^3<^ch Tiedmh-bh^uT^^ch, ne<^mh -A^p^^ch, 
ne<^mh-<^o1bhin n, 
5^n thubhi^ilce, 3<^n chii&3hche, s^n ifhhle s^n cb^^omeAy, 
Tlchc <^3 Y^u<^6Ach' mo ch&le '3UT b'K hh^e^n <^i|i 
chotlUnbh : 
'Y me An 6|iiiibhe ly 6i3e 'y ly yeme 'j An b-ctp, 

'Y m6 pJ^^ST^T ^*' 613-bheAn A3UT aocyAibh p linn, 
*Y 1 ch63|x^t An pnJic-p 'j An cmpTe bhe'm ch|ioibhe, 
2ln 6i3h mhiliT, chium, cAiy mAp A luAibhceAp A3 
lAoiyeAch, 
'2I3UT poi>*Ab mo chAitin le cAchAoip sAn AoimbjieAi*.' 
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** Her Tallies but echo the voice of her woe. 

In the fears of her people I hear her upbraid, 
How long shall I bleed to a merciless foe ? 

Howjlong shall my heart's secret wish be delayed ? 
But Saint Peter will sanction the welcome divorce, 

From him who would ne'er be our maiden's desire ; 
A monster whose bonds are the fetters of force. 

Ne'er by heaven designed for our Sheela na Omre. 

** My heart, how it pines when I think of the wretch,' 

Without honour or principle, virtue, or truth ; 
Whose guilt could design, and whose power could 
reach 

To assail our beloved in the hills of her youth. 
I'm the oldest — the last of her sages confest. 

And she, dearest maid, can alone still inspire 
A joy and content o'er the gloom of my breast. 

When Charles shall espouse her, my Sheela na Guire ! 
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66, 
2l3Ut pish 5e<^l T^<^ Yp&inne <^'t <^ 5h^)tb<^ bhach <^'ni 
chimchioll, 
'y 6 bhu^^ibh-pe^^y s^n bu^Xs^j le h-ui^iflibh n<^ dpe, 
2I3UT pnne, l<< biibh^ch g ! <^3 btiipibh b'^p 5-coTnihe<^T- 

Tpoibish-p <^n mheifile^ch n^^ch ip&bifi 60 chlAoibhe^bh, 
50 b-aoqpi^ibh An ^pfU^nncAch 't A bh^nqiAchb ch^^p 
coinn, 
*y^ b'-F&STp^T 3^^ <^mhiw^T ^^^ 3^ v^nn-Us ^^r\ bbjilsh, 
'^1 uAiji A chioqpAibh 6ji bfteATii Cib 30 rednn le n-A 
cb^le 
beibh <^ich}:|teAnn cAnc<Vi|te<^chc ^ b-ce^^nifk^ill r\6. 
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^^ Speak only to me of the days when ere long, 

Proud Spain and bis guards in transplendent array. 
Shall environ our cause — when our chiefs shall be strong, 

And no tribute or fealty to tyranny pay. 
When France and his hosts shall horse the broad main, 

And the Despot shall crumble — while nations in choir 
Awake tbe glad heavens with liberty's strain, 

And light up the churches of Sheela na Outre" 
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It binn, yndoishce U^oiche ^'s^iy P<^i&hce Teimh' ; 

^In doibhinn le<^c &ibi|ic dp n<<'i6 30 lei|i, 

"X ^r\ |ii3h ce<^iic ^ lui3he<^bh 'noiT le 5n^"iTie f/hdol ? 

I)ei&hi6 pillp d3UT ceince 3edl cnJ^imh <^3 5<^^^*^^il'> 

beibh <^oibhne<^T ^Y^"^^" ^^l* ^h^^iiw^j <^'t cleip, 
II5 3ui6he leiT ^^ \^^5^ ceApc 'x ^ 5n^"^"^ f/h<^ol. 

C& lAoiTO^ch 30 buibhe^^nmhdp c<^p t<^1le ^3 ceAchr, 
le 6'To3p<^it chum 6io3h<^lc<^it le S&pb<^ <^'r T^o'<^n> 
beiblnb y<^(^che dp 3-cpiche 30 bp^ch 'n d p&m, 
^13 Sibipc d ndiTuhbe 6 S^^pi^inne f/hdol. 
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GRANA WEAL.^ 



BY JOHN DALTON. 



O thou that art sprung from the flow'r of the land, 
Whose virtues endear and whose talents command ; 
When our foemen are banished, how then wilt thou feel. 
That the king of the right shall espouse Grana fFeal. 

O'er the high hills of Erin what bonfires shall blaze, 
What libations be pour'd forth ! — ^what festival days f — 
While minstrels and monks with one heart-pulse of zeal, 
Sing and pray for the king and his own Grana fFeal ! 

The monarch of millions is riding the sea. 
His revenge cannot sleep, and his guards will not flee ; ^ 
No cloud shall the pride of our nobles conceal, 
When the foes arc dispersed that benight Grana Weal. 

VOL. II. F 
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Chi6h):e<^|i n^ nnlce i'r\ ffk^inn 30 cit^un, 
^pTop-ycoic r\A ci|te 60 cpJ^bhdbh le pl^b, 

%^ coiTnhbe<^chc <^n |ti3h cheipc A'x S^^pi^inne f/h(^oil. 

ypiie<^3 binann, bio6h me<^bhdiit ojtc 30 l^i&i|t, \h\i ; 
51x^0 clot&he^^mh ch(i3<^6 d*T ^ii3hi6h, <^ 3h|i&i6h mo 

chlSbh ! 
fsinnpb l)i3hU^n6T luchb bV&zh-hhime^fx, 
2I5UT finpib dn itT3h c^pc le 5p^ii^ne ^h<^ol. 

C<^ dn c-impipe <^3uir lAdiTe<^ch 6.^ux p<^p<^ 6&, 

*2l3 cT3he<^chc ch(j3h<^inTi 30 bui&he<^nTnh<^|i ^ dii 

yp<^inne<^ch T&mh; 
beibhib pchedch -pe^^t^^ muince^ii&hi^, p^i[tce^ch pei&h, 
leiT <^ii f dobh<^jtc-p {^ip x^5^ ch(i3diTiii 'y ^ 5P^'""^ 

^hdol. 

beibh ino|i-3lml ^*x cddibh 3uipc d'^ 3{l|ich<^ cl&bh, 
^213 -piop-bhobdich cholbhche, '311T nl c^f liom ^ ; 
yqiToc|X^i5 30 h-lpol, 30 cU^ich *y 30 ip<^on, 
6o'n yriobh<^pc bo 6ibpe<^6h Y 60 5hp<^^^Tie [Tlhdol. 
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The mighty in thousands are pouring from Spain, 
The Scots — the true Scots * shall come back again ; 
To far distant exile no more shall they steal, 
But waft the right king to his fond Grana fFeaL 

Raise your hearts and exult, my beloved ! at my words. 
Your eyes to your king, and your hands to your swords ! — 
The Highlands shall send forth the bonnetted Gael, 
To grace the glad nuptials of Grana fFeaL 

And Louis, and Charles, and the heaven-guided Pope, 
And the king of the Spaniards shall strengthen our hope ; 
One religion — one kindred — one soul shall they feel. 
For our heart enthroned Exile and Grana fFeaL 

With weeping and wailing, and sorrow and shame — 
And anguish of heart that no pity dare claim ; 
The craven English churls shall all powerless kneel 
To the home-restor'd Stuart and Grana fTeal! 

f2 
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l)i<^bhmdoib-Tie 30 -pioncdch d't 3^ "P^ilce^ch, r<^o|S 
Tl'x ^\i mmnnii 30 h-<^oibhinn 3^11 chimin, 'r^n c-r<^C3hdl ; 
beibhib s^otbhil bhochc 30 h-lnanna^ch l&n be TSl&p, 
'X <^" f 3<^^np clAmh bibiojtchd i 5*^|i;J^iTine ^Ik^oI. 

71 bhdU:<^ bhil, chdlmd, 3hp^bhmh<^i|t, Xh&mh, 
\Ao che^^T^y Aip TnhdT3<^Uch bhl^ich, 3<^ti bh&m, 
6& n^^cdbh le T^^Ub <^3 n^mhinb 30 cUon, 
Y& 13dni<^ill <^3 <^3<^llAnib ^hpf^mne ^h<^ol. 

beibh cw^jic^T, beibh <^ice<^T, babh b^in, beibh T5^^P> 
71^ |:lAchAibh A3 -ppei^f^l bo'n fi-&ii6-|ii3 ch|tSuii, 
beibhib 3<^llA 'n A j-ccAch^^ibh 6'<^ lM3Abh le pilleip, 
Wt babh i^lbh ^3 (^poluf <^ip 5*^1*^^""^ f/hAol. 
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Our halls will rejoice with friendship and cheer, 

And our hearts be as free from reproach — as from fear ; 

The hungry adventurer shall pine for the meal, 

He long lapped from the life stream of Orana VeaL* 

Ah ! know'st thou the maiden all beauteous and fair, 
Whom her merciless foes have left plundered and bare? — 
The force of my emblem too well canst thou feel. 
For that suffering lorn one is our Grana Weal ! 

But the nobles shall bring back the true king ag^in. 
And justice long slighted will come in his train ; 
The bullets shall fly — and the caimons shall peal — 
And our Charles victorious espouse Grana Weal ! 
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U^llll . Ct)UMl)'2ll&>) T»)e'H5t)'Hl<h 

cr)i'ii|i7iict). 



l)i6hiTn-|"e bu<^n <^i|i bui^ibhipc sAch 15, 
2I3 c<^^6h 30 C|iu<^i6h *x ^3 ^^^^P ^^ n-beoii, 
^<^tt &ib|te<^&h u^^iTTi ^n budch<^ill be6bh, 
'y n<^ch itiomhchAp cu^^ipifs u<^i&h, mo bh|t$n ! 
*y ^ rno lAoch, mo shile me<^p, 
'f e mo Ch<^^<^ii co5h<^6h tk^ bh-):e<^ii ; 
^1 bh-'pu(^iK^T Y&n <^$n c-yu^^n dip f^un 
6'imchi3h d 3-c&n mo shiW medji. 

4fi h-^^olbhmn cu<^ch bubh rliu^ipc dip nom, * 
C<^i6 -pp-chinn u(^irle <^ip uAi3h dn rp^ipc, 
Ciiib T^^olche Tu<^61i <^ m-bu<^i6hipc 't ^ m-bpon 
bibpa^bh udmn <^ti bu<^chdill be^&h. 
'1^ mo U^och^ &c. 
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CLARAGH'S LAMENT. 



BY JOHN D'ALTON. 



The tears are ever in my wasted eye, 

My heart is crushed and my thoughts are sad ; 
For the son of chivalry was forced to fly, 

And no tidings come from the soldier lad. 
Chorus — My heart — it danced when he was near, 
My hero ! my Caesar ! — my Chevalier ! 
But while he wanders o'er the sea, 
Joy can never be joy to me. 

Silent and sad pines the lone cuckoo, 
Our chieftains hang o'er the grave of joy ; 

Their tears faU heavy as the summer's dew. 
For the Lord of their hearts — ^the banished boy. 
Choms — My heart — ^it danced, &c. 
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^I'l Teit 50 ru^^ipc <^ip chfiu<^bh-chjtuic ce6il, 
r^K'n &3P ^ n5|tudiTn 'j 3^11 uAim ti<^ ni-beSl, 
C&16 beiche bu<^Ti dip budibhipc 3<^ch M 
&Tbh|te<^6h u^^inn dn buAcli<^ill be^bb. 
'X i wd Ucch, &c. 

^i'p ^pshibh |tho^bur ^n nK^p if coip, 

'Tf dip <^ ch<^^n-chne<^T p&bh c^ 6A€l-bh|t<^c b|t6ifi, 

Z^ X^&oh i^ip ip^ip <^Y -rp&niliTis rnhip, 
"P^^di choUke <^ 3-c&n ttk^ii 6'6<^loi3h dn le^hAn. 
nr ^ Tno U^och, &c. 

*21ti fnApc^^ch u^^^dl^ u<^ibh|ia^cb,?3, 
Cpoibhe 3<^fi 3b|iudini i^ Tu^^ipce ynSfch 
C|tobh<^i|ie lu^^iwifiw^ch, lu<^ch ^ n3leoi&h 
^3 cjie^^iTP^^^ x^^^5^ 'T ^5 liuA3d6h qieon. 
'X g mo Uoch, &c. 

\)^ sMAi* ^ Thtiil mhe^^p, mhiiiiine^^ch, mhobli'dil, 
JVIdjt le<^3<^iin 6|tuchb<^ <^ip chifinihdiT <^n ji$it ; 
.^(^PT A*T Ci(ip6 30 bltiich ^ 3-conihAji, 
21 b-pe<^|itdiiin 6111 't <^ n-3nuir "lo -p^lt. 
'I* 6 TOO U^och, &c. 
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Mute are the minstrels that sang of him, 

The harp forgets its thrilling tone ; 
The brightest eyes of the land are dim. 

For the pride of their aching sight is gone ! 
Chorus — My heart — it danced, 8cc. 

The sun refused to lend his light. 

And clouds obscured the face of day; 
The tiger's nrhelps prey'd day and night,' 

For the lion of the forest was far away. 

Chorus — My heart — it danced, &c. 

The gallant — graceful — ^young Chevalier, 
Whose look is bonny as his heart is gay ; 

His sword in battle flashes death and fear. 
While he hews through falling foes his way. 
Chorus — ^My heart— it danced, &c. 

O'er his blushing cheeks his blue eyes shine, 
Like dew drops glittering on the rose's leaf; 

Mars and Cupid all in him combine, 
The blooming lover and the godlike chief. 
' Chorus — ^My heart — it danced, &c. 
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If cdy ^ chul 'x ^T cupyi^ch coip, 
ly 6lA^6he<^ch, bluich, 'y ly bticlAch b6p|i, 
ly p^ucAch, 'piofin, ^^lyi lonn)t<^ibh <^?i $ip, 
bh<^ch<^y up 30 cufn mo yc6p, 
*)• ^ mo lAoch, &c. 

ly coy'mhuil ^ le *2leii3uy 63, 
le Ui3hAibh mheic C&n r\^ m-b^ime<^n?i mop, 
le cupd&h<^ibh i^pbA mheic &&ipe ^n $ip, 
Cdoiyedch Cipe^^n qi^un <^ip coip, 
'X 6 mo Uoch, &c, 

le ConrK^ll Cei^piK^ch 60 bhe^pn<^bh pSjit, 
le 'Pe^p3uy yiubhi^ncAch, Tpionn mheic |toi3h, 
le conchubhAp tfabh mheic 4li^iy riA noy, 
C(^oiyedch <^oibhifin chp<^oibhe <^n cheoil, 
'y ^ mo Uoch, &c. 

^I'p U^bhdip \n chu<^ch 30 yuAipc um r\iir\, 
*X ni bimi 3uch 3d6h^p ^ 3-coillnbh cn$bp, 
^lip m^ibm y<^mhpAi6h ^ ii3le<^iinc^ibh ce$ibh, 

6'imchi3h uAmn An bu<^ch<^ill beobh. 

'X i mo lAoch, &c. 
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His curling locks in wavy grace, 

Like beams on youthful Phoebus' brow ; 

Flit wild and golden o'er his speaking face. 
And down his ivory shoulders flow. 

Chorum — My heart — ^it -danced, &c. 

Like Engus ' is he in his youthfid days, 
Or Mac Cein whose deeds all Erin knows ; 

Mac Dary's chiefs of deathless praise, 
Who hung like fate on their routed foes. 
Chorus — My heart — it danced, &c. 

Like Connall the beseiger, pride of his race ! 

Or Fergus son of a glorious sire ; 
Or blameless Connor son of courteous NaiSy 

The chief of the Red Branch — Lord of the Lyre. 
Chorus — My heart — it danced, &c. 

The cuckoo's voice is not heard on the gale. 
Nor the cry of the hounds in the nutty grove ; 

Nor the hunter's cheering through the dewy vale, 
Since fer — ^far away is the Youth of our love. 
Chorus — My heart — it danced, &c. 
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^1 inne5T<^6 ^n ck^ h-S mo y^Sp, 

X)e\bh mnpn j^eil c^\i &t 30 le6|i ; 

2lchc 3ui6hifn-p <^^-mh<^c 6e nd 3-cciwhdchc 

50 bh-ialli6h TOO Uoch 3<^fi bh<^%Al.beo&h, 

'X 6 TOO lAoch TOO 3hile TOe<^|i ! 

'y 6 cuif TOO t&in TOO 3hile toc^^ji ! 

^0 nudp 30 h-€u3 'jTno )tu<^chd|t l&n, 

f/dp 60 pu<^i3e^&h d 3-c&n too 3hile TOe<<p ! 
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The name of my darling none must declare, 

Though his fame belike sunshine from shore to shore ; 
But, oh, may Heaven — Heaven hear my prayer, 

And waft the Hero to my arms once more ! 
Chorus — My heart — ^it danced when he was near. 

Ah ! now my woe is the young Chevalier ; 
Tis a pang that solace ne'er can know. 
That be should be banish'd by a rightless foe. 
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i)2i<h-ct)<Jioic eifie2i<Ji 05T). 

^lip 3huch '' Uile<^c<(ifi bhulbh ! '' 



ll* i^^^ippns 'x IT T^ilce^^ch <^n i^ic bo bheich d ^n-dpinn ; 

Uile<^c&n 6ubh ! 
^h<^|i ^ Tn-bi6he<^nn co|i|i<^&h nd fl^ince <^ Tn-bXpii rK^ 

Uil^c&n buhh ! 
ttT6he<^nTi dn mhil <^ijt <^n 3-c|i<^nn <^nn <^ Ti3le<^nnc<^ibh 

ceoibh, 
*y n<^ niuch<^ibh ii* <^n c-j-^^mhiK^ <^nn \ s-ciurnhdif 5<^ch 

poit), 
bibhei^nn ui|3e 'n <^ yhitiiill <^iin <^'y bpuchb um noTn, 
'Zlip bh&n-chnoic Cipe^^n $3h. 

Ij- b<^clK^ll<^ch, bu<^c<^ch, &u<^U^ch, 6|i&Tnne<^ch, 

Uiledc^n 6ubh ! 
5<^ch "p^^pdipe d 3hlu(^iTe<^T i chu^nc<^ibh tk^ h-Cipei^n, 

Uile<^c&n bubb 1 
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THE FAIR HILLS OF IRELAND.' 



BY JOHN D'ALTON. 



Erin's the land of hospitable cheer, 

The day I left her was a day of woe ; 
There golden plenty crowns the labourer's year,' 

And shadowy glens with balmy honey flow. 
Fair are her wood-land paths and murmuring rills. 
Sweet is the stream that from each rock distils. 
Bright are the dew-drops glistening on her hills. 
Land of my heart ! O Uileacan Dubk O ! 

Mark her throng'd exiles lingering on their decks. 
Their eyes still kindling with the hero's glow; 

The glossy ringlets curling down their necks. 
Have wrung reluctant praises from the foe.» 
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|t<^ch]p<^6-|"<^ <^i|i cu<^i|t6^ m^'f bu^^n mo fh<^03h<^l bheibhe<^|", 

bheidi, 
60 b'^eXjip liom 'n& bhu|t ti-buAlsAj" 3ibh nio|i le muibh- 
e<^Tnh, bheich 

^lip bh^n-chnoic Cijie^n %h. 

It c<^i|tbhe^ch 'y ^T ^^P ^^^ cjiuAchAibh nA l»-ei|te<^n, 

Uile^^c^n bubh ! 
bibhe^nn An c4m A'y An z-uAchbAfi A5 ^hiAxxeAchz *n A 
Tl^ob<^ Ann, 

UileAd&n &ubTi ! 
bibhe^nn An biollAp <^i[i An b-cofnn Ann A'f fAmhAbh bo3 

r^bh'Ail, 
^I'f nA cuAcbA A3 lAbhAi|tc Ann $ U 30 IS, 
'^ An pniilin uAj-AIit iMiAim-bhinne ceol, 

?li[i bh&n-chnoic eipeAn 63h. 
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Land of Gadelians ! Region of delight ! 
Years shall not hold me from thy genial sight; 
Though rich and great the country of my flight, 
I sigh for Erin, Uileacan Dubh O ! 

Sweetly her new-mown meadows scent the gales, 

Large are the corn-ricks her full bawns can show ; 
Happy the herds that through her dewy vales. 
And clover pastures lipger blithe and slow. 
Sorrel and cresses each fond stream delay, 
Cuckoos their notes of love speak all the day, 
While thrushes pour forth from each quivering spray. 
Their warbling songs, O UilecLcan Dubh O ! 
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Cibhlin n-1 ChAoike po ch<^n. 



^K TC<^[i[K^i3h bhuft n-b^up^^ rd 3&bh<^ibh 6h<^o1bh ; 

5o bAs^^pch^^ch, b<^03hU^ch <^3 3<(pb<Cibhe<^chc : 
^In <^iCTne-p ^n bheupl<^ c& A 3-ce<^TiTiuT nA h-dpe<^n, 

bo ch«^Ti3<^il <^p 3-Cleip bhochb -jp^^oi ^pb-cKToT, 
beibhib ^:e<^i"bA if^ bh<^op-bhpoib <^3 -ppe^^i-bi^l bo 3h<^obh- 
Uibh, 
'T 3^^ <^cnih<^in3 A T<^opch<^ <^3 1fe^3h<^n buibhe. 

(^ITp^^ib rK^ y^^m6^XJ' le |:e<^pc<^ibh <^ti ?l&i-niheic, 

l)- iT<^bAi3h 30 h-^ux3<^, bhup .Ti-i^pb-ch<^oibh ; 
5^bh ^bA 30 v<^on pbh, <^3 c<^pp<^in3 n<^ cl&che. 

It bhup m-b<^ilce A3 meiplich, 3<^n •F<^3h<^il bti3he, 
^1 i^pe^^lUipe cp<^oir<^ch, le'p nx^lfK^bh <^n c-&cheAch, 

^H^ch 3-c<^ich^T be l&m, bul A ni-b^pp cUtbhe, 
le h-e<^3lA pieuplAif, <^n v^p<^ipe cpeibhe^^ch, 

fco 3hUn^T <^'t Cipinn bo Yhe<^3h<^Ti bhmbhe. 
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THE EXPULSION OF SHANE BUI! 



BY JOHN D'ALTON. 



Ye daughters of loveliness ! dim not your eyes^ 

By sorrow unclouded too seldom ; 
The days are at hand when your heroes shall rise^ 
And your foes be in trouble and thraldom. 
No Sassanach band 
Shall flinii: o'er the land 
All the sufferings and sorrows that can be ; 
The chains of a slave 
Shall not fetter the brave, — 
With a blessing we'll fit them on Shane Bui! 

Though spoiled of the land where our fathers have reigned ; 

Though bound to the plough and the harrow ; 

Though goaded to life we feebly sustained 

The tasks of a hard-hearted Pharaoh ; 

o2 
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beibh 3<^iitni <^3 5^obhU^ibh, 30 -jp^^nifins 'r\ A bhei3h fin, 
2l3ur 5<^lUibh b'^ 6-cp<^ochA6h, nK^p t&ch^^oi 

'f <^n ch<;ch<^iit ^01 pein, i^'y ni c% Imn ; 

*Tr babh c<^ncAin <^3 Cispbh, 30 h-^jib-bhinn 
21't <^iit rnh'-pi^lU^ins 30 Tn-beibhe<^b-T<^ ^'y chib <^iiin^hiji 
ni^ <^on bom, 
^213 ni<^3<^bh 3<^n cpdoch^^bh ipdoi Yhe^3h^n bhuibhe. 
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Yet when Charles shall come. 

At the beat of his drum 
No Williamite more shall a man be ! 

When the Stuarts draw nigh. 

The long pampered shall fly. 
And Erin be lightened of Shane Bui! 

Gadelians my boys ! shall then rule o'er the land, 
And the churls shall be slaves as you now are ; 
Our armies will thrive under native command. 
And our cities exult in their power. 

The mass shall be sung, 

And the bells shall be rung, 
And bards to each Tanist and Clan be ; 

Fear and shame shall unite 

To drive from our sight 
Our heaven-cursed oppressors, and — Shane Bui ! 
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rc^i5t)^i^ 0'6uit)r)iTi ^i^ ^\)ie^i<^^u. 



2liit ni*eiji3hi6h bh^mh <^ni m<^i6in, 

Chu^^Uibh mi <^n u<^ill 6'^ cAr<^bh 
^l3UT ce5l Wnn nA n-^n, 

C|ie<^bhAiit Ti<^ n-3ob bh-ip<^&<^, 
"^PuAim A3 <^n tn^c^UlA, 

^I'x l^whAch 3iinn<CT6h€ qi&un ; 
'Jlfi poTiTK^ch tiuAibh <^itt <^n 3-c<^jiitAi3, 

js/ltle li(i3h A3 wiAjicAich,. 
^rr beAn 30 6(ibhAch 'r <^n w-beAUch 

^213 ^ipeAmh A cuib J&bh ; 
'^oir d^ An chortl 6*Ji 3eA|iiiAbh, 

CpiAllfAib x^b cAp cAllAich 
'y {( Yhe<^3hAin ui fchuTbhip An 5hleAnnA, 

C<^ cu 3An 3Awe. 
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JOHN O'DWYER OF THE GLEN.* 



BY THOMAS FURLONG. 



Blithe the bright dawn found me, 
Aest with strength had crown'd me. 
Sweet the birds sung round me, 

Sport was all their toil. 
The horn its clang was keeping. 
Forth the fox was creeping. 
Round each dame stood weeping. 

O'er that prowler's spoil. 
Hark, the foe is calling. 
Fast the woods are falling. 
Scenes and sights appalling 

Mark the wasted soil. 
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TT ^ pn Tn'u<^i3ne<^T "f^b^, 
yc<^ch mo chlu<^T ^'^ 3he<^jni<^6h, 

2I3UT <;n b^T <^iin j-An rp^ip, 
jVIo 3h<^bh<^iitin ruAipc 6'^ che<^n3<^l, 

5<^n ce<^6 Uiiche 'ti& <^ii"t)i3he<^chc', 
60 bh<^iTi|:e<^bh 3|iu<^ini be'n l«^nbh, 

21 me&6hon 3hil <^n U^j— 
Cpoibhe nA h-u^^iyle ^^\i 6ji 3-c<^|t|t<^i3, 

50 ce&ch-FjK^ch, buAcAch be<^nn^ch, 
fco chioc]p<^bh x^^T ^^P <^ice<^nn, 

50 t& bheipe An c-T<^03hAil, 

bh<^^mbh u^^iyle ^n bhAile, 
2l'r t)'vh^3|x^inn <^n TSleip. 

5<^n ceAnn n& ceAnn Aip luchb<^ibh, 
^ Tp<^i6 n& A 3-cu<^ch ni h-6lc<^ji, 
21 rl&ince n^ <^ T<^03h<^l, 
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War and confiscation 
Curse the fallen nation ; 
Gloom and desolation 

Shade the lost land o'er. 
Chill the winds are blowing. 
Death aloft is going; 
Peace or hope seems growing 

For our race no more. 
Hark the foe is calling, 
Fast the woods are falling, 
Scenes and sights appalling 

Throng our blood-stained shore. 

Where's my goat to cheer me. 
Now it plays not near me ; 
Friends no more can hear me ; 

Strangers round me stand. 
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ChluAin 30 iTu^ic-TiA-3-ColAni, 
'T ^^ 3«^|tji^hi^6h <^itt bh]tu<^ch ^r\ ^oy^, 
'Zliit if^n le n\ [K^S, 

*Jln pn^ilin bhinn 'f <^n Ion, 

5<^n Ti<ii-3huch <^iji 3h&3 ; 
'X 3U[i Tn6|t An cu<^|i chum co3<^ibh, 

Cl^ft 30 buAi6he<^ttchd <^'t pob^^ll. 
&& Te6lA6h A 3-cuAnc<^ibh loni<^, 

'Zlnn t&it 3hle<^nnA dn c-Tleibh\ 

'7* 6 mo chpe^^ch mhAibne ! 

^Ach bh-'Fu<^itt m^ b<<T 3<^n phe<^cAbh, 
ful <^ bh-'Fu<^itt m$ f^AnnAill 

')P& mo chuib Tp^m ! 
'X ^ lK^6h<^chc U bpe&sh p^^bA, 

6-a3 tibhlAcumhit<^ <^i[i chftdnndibh^ 
&uill€<^bh<^It <^iit <^n n-bAi|i^ 

'2I3UT bpuchb <^ip <^n bh-ireup ; 
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Nobles once high-hearted, 
From their homes have parted. 
Scattered, scar'd, and started 

By a base-born band. 
Hark the foe is calling. 
Fast the woods are falling ; 
Scenes and sights appalling 

Thicken round the laud. 

Oh ! that death had found me 
And in darkness bound me, 
Ere each object round me 

Grew so sweet, so dear. 
Spots that once were cheering, 
Girls beloved endearing. 
Friends from whom I'm steering, 

Take this parting tear. 
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^Im luTbhe 30 bu^iftc -F^ot ]3<^ipCTbh, 
2Vx ^ 3-cu<^T^ibh ^n c-fleibh', 

bh<^oiTnbh u^ifle An bh<^ile, 
C|i&3pbh me mo fhe^^lbh, 
^3UT ipRispbh me An T<^03h<^l. 
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Hark^ the foe is calling, 
Fast the woods are falling ; 
Scenes and sights appalling 

Plague and haunt me here. 



94 IRISH MINSTHBLSY. 



€o3h<^n puAbh O'Xuilliobh&n p$ chAn. 



60 6he<^iic<^T Cuil-Tphionn inh<^iYe<^ch, mhumce, 3hiii^6inh<^ii 

^ <^ IM^ibh <^n lile A3 fu3ii<^t)h qte luiTne lonniK^ch, fn<^|t 

TS^^il n<^ 3-c(^oii, 
5An nine d ii-3n&iT 3hil <^n leinbh lonniw^ic, 60 b'^lumn 

TSeimh. 

It bWyb^^, buiMie<^ch, ba^chc 60 bhe<^iibui3h biiinne, *x ^T 

It c<^p<^ibh b'timhlUrsho^T l^'^ h-<^c<^ ciiin3a^ch, A'tn 

l^imh 30 T^u|t J 
*2liji <^fnh<^itc 3hnuiTe <^'t ph«^ltT<^Ti chuinch(^ r\6, b^ibe it 

l&|i, 
^ufi che<^l3 Ciiipib le b^^pr^^ibh afi3h(^ me, qi$ l&|t mo 

chl&bh. 



JACOBITE RELICS. 95 



BESIDE THE SUIR.^ 



BY THE REV. WILLIAM HAMILTON DRUMMOND, D.D. 



Despondent and sad by the Suir as I strayed, 

I met a fair nymph in bright beauty arrayed ; 

Fair flowing her tresses and radiant her cheek 

As the berries ripe bioom, and her looks mild and meek* 

Benignant she hailed me, with rev'rence profound, 
My bonnet I vailed, and bowed low to the ground ; 
Emotions of wonder and joy filled my breast. 
And, with rapture inspired, thus the nymph I address'd. 
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6' poniuishe^^Y-Y^^ 30 TmliT, Tnuince<^ii6h<^, be shfi^feh mo 

chl&bh, 
*2lli bh'ip <^n <^Qil-chneiT le'fi cu5<^bh lionniiuich, 6.\ ^|t n<^ 

Cp^^obh ? 
^i <^n fV11noch<^iit, mHTn, Tnh<^iTe<^ch chuip r\6. mllce, le 

Xthz 'jx^oT p&in ? 

')Plie<^3<^i]t pnn, d 3he(^n mo chitolbhe, An cfi <^n bh^b 60 

ch|iei3, 
^In fe6ip. 60 bhifeh <^ici 6. 3-06^113^1 cinnce, le ^\iKbh 6o'n 

bh-f&nn ; — 
^$ 6j\ 5h<^llAm 3h|iinn 60 bh<^ili3h ^(^oiye, cdp y^^lle <^ 

3-c&n, 
Chu3 c|ie<^T3<^n!C lA^ch A 3-c(^rh tk^ cpdoibhe, <^Y Xp nd 

3-c6ub ? 

^S <^n bhe<^n 60 I1n3 ^^P c1ie<^p<^ib 6itui6hc1ie, T^i3h A't 
le h-<^iT <^n TPlToT chu3 yc^^c^^ lAoich, z^\i fKH 6o'n 

<fj$ <^n cii 60 6ll3he<^6h le cum^^nn Siosik^it, p^ipc ^*x 

3&II, 
le ConrK^l ]ii03hbhA 6. 3-cum<^Y |ii03h<^chc(^, 3h<^b)iRil 'n ^ 

6h&3h ? 
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'* Oh ! art thou that fiiir one whose dear fatal charms, 
To the walls of old Troy led the Greeks in bright 

arms? 
Or she who our princes has exiled afar> 
And brought in the aliens, with rapine and war ? 

^* Or that dame, most unhappy, whose love passing 

fond, 
For the Finians, dissolved the dear conjugal bond? 
Or she who afiur o'er the seas sped her flight 
With Naoise renowned in the Red-Branches' fight ? 

'^ Or she that of old with the heroes of Greece, 
Theme of many a song, brought the rich golden fleece ? 
Or the queen of king Connor deemed worthy alone. 
When he lay in the tomb, to be placed on his throne?'' 

VOL. IK H 
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6'lph|ie<^5<^Ht p 30 blAT^<^ jifxn, ^'y ' ^^ "^ n-fee^fi, 
^ ca^ch6<^Ii STobh b'&jt ^^inmnTsIni', ^'b ji&ibhcibh mi ; 
^hc he^n 60 bhlbh ^A 3h|tAb<^ni |i1o3h<^ch6<^, qi^ch bhe'in 

Tb<^05hM, 
*2l 3-ce^nn<^T cpiche x^^ ^'T rei^Te<^Pj ^pb-rcoich 

7U\ z6j\ fe^iX^bh linn, ci<^ ^n bhe<^n 60 bhibh liom, qi^rh 

<^3 pl^bh, 
60 3hlAc<^Y b<^^T, <^nt nih<^chcn<Cmh Innfce, 6i(c<^ <^n yxj&l, 
5uit U^bb^^ift p, 30 bWyb^^, Wnn, 3<^n cl^y ^ n^^obh^ils 5 
" f e<^ch(^in c<^oibh, ^^ax 3lAc<^i6h tnnnn, ^|t6 6^*x P&wi. 

** ly S^pit 6j\ mh^Cill, 30 bh-ipeiqpiji buibbe^n, c<^]t f&ile 

<^3 c6<^chc, 
50 lAnn^^ch, ljonnih<^|i, 6. m^^jtc^^ibh &i&he<^nmh<^|t, 3<^n 

X3&ich )toimh phill&iii, 
^13 3lAn<^bh cpioch chlAnn<^ 5^^^'^^''j ^ h-^|t6-nih<^c 

qi^un, 
O'n i^icme chlAoin n&'ji 3h]te<^nnui3b CpioTc, 'i* beibh <^ 

U <^3 mo Ufch." 



chneiT r-f&mh, 
bubb cne<^r*^ 3n<^oibh, bubh bUybi^ Uoibh, ^'r ^o b'<(ilne 



JACOBITE RELICS. 99 

Then she Answered me sweet, with a tear and a sniile, 
'^ None of these greets thee now — but the Queen of the 

Isle, 
That once reigned thrice happy o'er mountain and Tale, 
The genius of Erin, the pride of the Gael/' 

To see Erin's genius what joy thrilled my frame ! 
But grief for ber wrongs soon my dpirit o'ercame ; 
Till she cried in sweet accents allaying my smart, 
^' My son cease to grieve, and with strength arm thy heart. 

'^ For swift o'er the seas come armed ranks in their might. 
Well trapped are their horses, their swords gleaming 

bright ; 
Led on by a hero, to sweep from the coast 
The ruthless^ false-hearted, heretical host." 

h2 
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It r<(fK^i&h T3io|i, chum |te<^ch<^ ^^prr, ^'x ^'T^^S ^^ 6. 

b-p&n, 
Qln r(^n be<^itcUi3he<Cbh linn, sup bb*<^iTlin5 bpuibhe^chr^^, 

Qlichcim 1oY<^, 60 che^nnuish finn, <^'t f u<(i]t p^if <^'t 

p&n, 
30 6-a3ibh An ifTbh <^ 3-ce<^|!c chum C]tiche, <^ b-qi&ch 3<^n 

bh<^€5h(^l, 
50 bh-i:eice<^m &ibi|tr, T^^^pc^^l^ ^'T T3^^^^9 ^*T ^P ^^ 

TX^^bh^^p, 
2I1J1 ^icme An frheill, c<^ii n-<^iT ^ jiiT, pn cfuoch mo 
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In her own native strains, and with looks passing Mr, 
She accosted me thus, and then vanished in air. — 
I grieved lest my vision too soon I might deem 
The work of enchantment — a flattering dream. 



Thou, who man hast redeemed by dire suffering and toil^ 
This redemption, oh ! grant to my dear native soil ; 
May the woes that o'er Erin her foemen would spread, 
With vengeance alight on their own guilty head ! 
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^i|a ci)€iMTi<>T "^"^ 11 -5^1061) '211. 



^liiTK^mh tnann jrhopbhi^^^oilibh, 

^ n-u<^iTle uile Aip namhrfibh ! 

b<^It<^mh<(il 6o b)ieiitche<^it 66ibh ; 
TPuTsho^ll c<^|t &T ^ n-bloshbhoish, 
^3 ^ 'piomh^^bh i 'cpoloTshe 6. s-ciio^bh ; 

^0 ir luchb bi^ntce Tp^'ji bhpuchc muip ; 
^5 IT bjioTis vuAip per <^ r<^%liAil ; 
^6 ir seill ^ ii-3&bhe<^Tin<^ibh 5<^ll, 
Cipe^^nTK^ich pjl |:he<^inn e<^ch6iidnn ! 
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ON THE DOWNFALL OF THE GAEL. 



BY HENRY GRATTAN CURRAN. 



Weep ! weep ! for agony and shame 
With deepening gloom the Gael invest ; 

Fall'n is each proud and patriot name, 
On which a nation's hope might rest. 

What are they now 7 — a remnant spared. 
Writhing from desolation's tread — 

Pale pilgrims, who the deep have dared. 
And traced the sterile waste outspread. 

A shattered bark's disheartened crew 
O'er-gazing from the crowded deck ; 

The sheeted wave that flashes through. 
Or bursts above the labouring wreck. 
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Cu3f<^6 TTK^iTe <^ip Tnhi-Tnh<^iTe ; — 
Cu3T<^6 Tne<^nni<^ ^^\i mh<^oich-mha)taie ; — 

CK b|u^i:-chi<^ich ox A 3-cionn, 

C^pUish $ bh^iTiTi 30 bpui^ch lein, 
6li3h ir Tn(i <^nili3ha^6h ;— 
Sup bh|ie<^ch yhi^^ii le TPK^nndibh p^il, 
^In |iK^3h<^il chU&i 60 chon3bhail. 

Ill bhibh <^3 TTK^c |if3he o'n |ii(^3lw^il, 
1U\ie ^^li Msch eich $ip-rhpi<^TK^ich, 
^i <^ip Theil3 oi3he 7:^ cM<K!h cnoic, 
^6 <^i|i 3hTiioTnh roi3he no re<^bh(^ic, 

6'Tpe<^p<^ibh TPobU ir v&ch opchp<^, 

"Jl Ti-i(ic 3p<^ipTie ^ n3p<fit)ha^bh re<^Ti3, 
5^ch ix^ichche im oipe^^p €ipe<^Tiii. 
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Victims of every changing fate, 

These shadows of the Gael of yore, 
Whose bonds with worse corrosion eat. 

Through breasts that panted free before. 

Their power is feebleness — their worth, 
Their manly worth, a rankling stain ; 

Once heroes ! now, disastrous dearth. 
Their hearts have shriveled to the chiun. 

Dark shadows round the Gael arise, 

Veiling the light of other days ; 
Like clouds that gathering in the skies. 

Obscure the sun's meridian blaze. 

The word went forth ' — ^from Bojfne to Lein 

Echoed the impious sounds away ; 
But JPiaru yet in Fail disdiun 

To bend or brook an alien sway. 

The scions of a race of kings 

No more the glittering barb may grace } 
Bid the swift hawk unfurl his wings. 

Or wake the mountain with the chase. 
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Cp^oib 5^11 ^ 3-clu<Cinnbh A 3-ceKTiii, 
Cfii)t <^e1rd <^nn &ic <^ bh-|!oip5ne^bh ; 

^ <^ichni3he<^nn liii|" Vish^, 

4lf6h 6'& 'p^ichchibh -ponn mhoit^^ j 
Cnoic bl^oi-p&fehe 6. n-iK^i3h <^n &iji j 
bi^i6h T^ep-eipe 'n ^ f <^c|-<^in ! 

b<^nb<^ buime <( ro^c^omh ; 

C^bhib ]te eh^le ^x ^ 5*citiich<(ibh. 

It |< An bpon3 bhti3he<^r b'^chne, 
6' IniT Choifin ^x c$iiihchi^chui3hche ; 
<fjt5<^ill ir <^oibh«;bh<^ AcA, 
5Adibhil 'n A n«bp^n5 fi-be^pAcA ! 

60 tei3 Cipe An conn cfiichi, 
&'ionicliu{t f$i)tne coi3Citiche, 
%chAcb 6h^chi bo colUbh, 
It fi An-chpuch b*|^eAbAn1AlIl ! 
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But, while our hearts indignant bleed. 
An hour may come/ o'er Erin's plain. 

To bid the inert and drooping steed 
Bound with a warrior's weight again. 

Our halls the stranger's tread resound. 
Or glare white towers upon their site ; 

The plough hath past each hallowed moumi. 
Where sages weighed a nation's right/ 

Proud Logha*9 isle no longer now — 
Tis England all '--each taint and blot. 

Her plains, her own free mountain's brow. 
All blighted, sullied, and forgot- 

The Gael no more their natire place 

Discern, in this degraded land ; 
Banba no more her sons can trace,^ 

In failing heart and fieeble hand. 

An alien race o'erruns her breait, 

Endenizened by strange eontroul ; 
The stranger is no more her guest. 

While exile wrings her children's soul. 
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M^P chiTnche<^lUr ronn <^n|x^i6h 
le Tcoipm Uoi luch6 c^^oU ^pch^^ich j 
T^^iche 5<^ll <^ji d <^ ^ rimchill, 
Mun(^ 6-ci &n 6'eiiie<^nTich<^ibh. 

bjiuife bh^Uip con^ bh|i^ichtiibh, 
CuAchA 6g 60 bhiochUichinsh 
6<^|i leAc ir neimhchiieire, <^ n-biumh 
^^ beirhiie-p, meic [TlhilMbh. 

M<^Ii luchb Vi<^ cpdi6he Aip tm^ co3h<^il, 
6*& Ti-6ich-chleich <^ Ti-6'iochii<^mh<^ibli ; 

*U bh-|:<^i6 re<^lbh<^ r«^ch<^iTice<^ji ! 

C$inhr<^Tnh<^il pe cUinn IniJ^eil 
Cpiji 'r <^n Cisipc <^ip feqi&n', 
Mic Mil€<^bh um bh^inn ^ bhur, 

^l n-3e<^ll [Vlhac C&^in An chg<^b ui^ip, 
l<< <^ rc<^piiAiwhn<^ pe ceibhm rinn, 
Tpeibhm <^ n-(^chl$3h<^ Aip Cipinn. 
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See how the spoilers' stem the surge ! 

O'er DathPs bark the winds prevail, 
She hangs upon the billow's verge. 

With groaning plank and shivered sail. 

The tempest howls — the writhing wave 

Surrounds her, yawning to devour ; 
Will not her sons unite to save ? 

Oh ! shield her in this perilous hour ! 

Why, tame ones ! can ye not resign 

The blood of kings, that through you runs ? 

Who broke the rule of Balar's line ? 
Say — are not ye Milesius' sons ? 

Like those redeemed from Hium's foil. 

To wander o'er the pathless main; 
Proud TemoTy Tailltean, we recall. 

But ne'er shall see their pomp again. 

As rose the voice of Israel's wail. 
From Egypt breathing to her God ; 

By dark Bovinda^s wave the Gael, 
Weep for the fields their fathers' trod. 
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^^^5 T^5^ Cipei^nn <^n -pheoiji 5hUin 

|Vlic Ppimh lie pob^^l y<^q-Ain, 
Co3<^6h bhibh 50 n-bion5iTih<^6h-r<^n ! 

Cpu<^i3h ! bo ]li3h jw^ch^ neimhe, 
^ 6-ca^chc 6fiinn $'|i ii-b<^di|tp-tie 

Cfi^ub ^n ch<^ch-*chit<^oip Ch|tiomhchAirlii. 

21 ChiMonSib '3 ^ ixi^ <^Ti ctimhi^chc 

'Zln Tn-bi<^6h <^n 6iie<^Tn-r^ chcibhche <^ip 6e$pUi- 

6he<^chc ? 
t|T ir p<^ 6 ch<^ch<^ip-lior ChoTnn 
t|o <^n m-bid6h An c-^di-Aoibhne<^r <^3<^inn ? 

bo rhludish 6<^n<^ip n-6up-<^in3i6h 
<l1<^&nh.|:hip&^n 3Un lpi<i3h O'3-Coinn, 
2ln pptmh-ei^pUmh c&i6h CoUm ! 

|7I^ chu3 An b^nix^hAbh bhi, 
ir<^q-<^ nuAbh b'^ji bh'^^inm Cipe ; 
l)heich pe A linn-ri <^ Uimh bTobhbhi^, 
6©'n n-lnp i-p c^ip cale<^bhp<^6h ! 
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Maytuire her wakening might arrayed, 
And crushed the power of fierce JPKein ; 

And he who blessed her reeking blade. 
May rend the links of Erin's chain. 

Oh for the arm of Priam's son ! 

Oh for a Hector's patriot ire ! 
To wave the Gael to glory on. 

To wake their hearts to freedom's fire. 

Or would the eternal to our aid 

Vouchsafe a Moses' guiding hand. 
To liberty our steps to lead. 

And marshal Criffan's warrior band. 

Dread sov' reign hear, oh hear our cries! 

The land thou gav'st — this bright domain 
Is ours — those shining walls that rise. 

When shall they be our home again ? 

Or wilt thou in thy wrath fulfil. 
The fate 0*Cuin*s pure prophet spoke ; 

When through the shades of coming ill, 
Columba saw the stranger's yoke ? 
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|7lun^ 5-ciii]ii6 Wish A r\^bi^ 
ytol Cibhiit-fcpic o*n fclchK^ 
21 s-cUp f^ifine '3 & cc&imh 6ho 
4li cUii i'dshpe i'^ iiopTn^. 
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If God has willed it — and the land 

That gave us Irish name and heart, 
The Saxon now can bind and brand. 

Oh! let us from the shore depart ! 

But still, oh still one hope remains ! 

Let's bend before the throne of grace; 
The blood that burned in Heber's veins. 

May yet approve his Scythian race. 
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NOTES. 



1 IRELAND AND KING JAM£S. 

This poem opens in an awful manner. The ruler of a great 
empire appears in a stale of utter destitution. Driven from his 
throne for proclaiming liberty of conscience throughout his 
dominionsy he flies for shelter and succour to a part of those 
dominions, from which he^ rather deseryed ** curses loud and 
deep/' than any assistance ; to a land, over which his grand- 
father, father, and brother, ruled more like scourges of God 
than paternal kings. But the brave and generous, though per. 
secuted people, " whose foible was loyalty," forgot all their 
wrongs in the contemplation of the sufferings of their monarch. 
They immediately flew to arms, rallied round his standard, 
fought his battles, and but for the dastard himself, would have 
conquered in his cause. Well would it have been for their 
posterity, if they had bartered him, as the Scotch did his father ; 
but Irish honour forbade the deed. Of the national sentiments 
towards James and his descendants, no better proofs can be 
adduced, than the poems and songs in which these sentiments 
are so forcibly expressed. History has recorded the struggles 
of this devoted people, and the chivalrous loyalty and patriot- 
ism by which they were actuated, are described in these 
Jacobite productions, with all the characteristic warmth of 
national feeling. 
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• 2lchc i^^opAih r\^ ycoiz — 
This expression should have been in the plural, <^chc 
bi^opi^bh n^ |*coc. Every reader is now aware that the ancient 
inhabitants of Ireland were called Scots, and the island Scotia. 
In succeeding ages, the term was exclusively applied to the 
Albanian Golonbts from Ireland. Hence originated the name 
of Scotland. 

^ '^ Lofty tpiriU of Milesian line." 
The ancient Milesian families of Ireland, after braving the 
storms of thousands of years, began to yield in the sixteenth 
century. The disastrous warfare of the succeeding age, and 
the perfidy of the Milesian Stuart, hastened their political 
downfall, which was finally completed by their ill-fated en- 
deavours to restore the second James. A Milesian of the 
present day looking back on his long line of ancestry and 
subdued country, may justly ezdaim with the Trojaa hero : — 

' ■ ■ ■ Fuimus Trees : fiiit Hium, et ingens 
Ghnia Teucrorum, ferns omnia Juppiter Argos 
TranstuJit : inoensH Danai dominantur in urbe« 

But, though the inheritances of Ireland were seised by the 
adventurer and soldier, the Milesian families retained, even in 
their decline, a high sense of the dignity of their descent. 
On this subject, it seems^ our English neighbours have been 
much amused by the following anecdote, which Dr. JohnsoB 

was fond of relating as a curious sample of Milesian pride : 

^'The few ancient Irish gentlemen yet remaining, have the 
highest pride of family ; Mr.Sandford, a friend of the Doctor's, 
whose mother was Irish, told him, that 0*Hara, who was true 
Irish both by father and mother, and he, and Mr. Ponsouby , son 
to the earl of Besborough, the greatest man of the three, but 
of an English family, went to see one o^ thote ancient Irish, 
and that he distinguished them thus, O'Hara, you are welcome ! 
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Mr. Suidfoffd, your flutter's ton k welcome ! Mr. Poiuonby, 
you may iit do\nu" Doabdeaa, tbis alory might ha^e 
affomled merrioBent to the Doctor aad his bterary fiiendi, at a 
time whea it was fashionable, as well with the rich vulgar, aa 
the low igaorant in England, to deride eyery thing Irish, ^even 
their misfortunes. But that time ia now gone by. Americ^ 
has since triumphed, and Ireland, at the present crisb, seems 
dcntined to take her place among the nations, or English 
policy towards her must speedily change. But to our anecdote. 
The " one of those ancient Irish " alluded to, was the Mac 
Dermott, usually stiled Prince of Coolavin, (a district in the 
county of Sligo,) whose direct ancestor invited oyer Bruce, to 
rescue Ireland from English tyranny^ et the beginning of the 
fourteenth century. For the meaning of Joluis^m's words, " the 
greatest man of the thre«," I am wholly at a loss, though well 
aware that the son of the earl of Besborough, whom he 
mentions as that personage, was descended from one of those 
rapacious revolutionary adyentuters cf Oromweirs training; 
who on 99th May, 21flt Ghailes II. obtained a grant of 
lands, iniqnitoualy declared forfeited, in the oonnty of Kilkenny. 
This man's descendants, with those of an obscure London 
trader, Tristram Beresford, (whose original proposal to the 
fishmongers of that city, in the reign of James I. for a lease 
of their escheat of Ballykelly, in Ulster, I have read,) 
became the Protestant ascendency rulers of Ireland, where, 
during the last baleful oentury, they literally exercised the 
powers of king, lords, and commons. In this sense, un- 
doubtedly the individual alluded to, was *< the greatest man of 
the three," and perhaps therefore, was honored with leave to 
sit down in the presence of Mac Dermott. 

♦ '* And o'er the deep the feetering boare skaU fee." 
The contempt and hatred which Ae Irish entertained for the 
English in former times, are expressed without reserve through- 
out these poems and songs. In the present, they are scornfully 
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called <* festering boare/' l)|te<^n-coiiic, and in others they are 
designated fetid goats, wolyes, churls, &c. Similar feelings, 
have given birth to similar expressions amongst the modem 
Greeks, towards their Turkish oppressors. Accordingly, in 
their popular songs, we find the Turks called wild rams, wolves, 
and other opprobrious names. From among many bitter and 
sarcastic stanzas, x^urrent in Ireland, the following epigram is 
selected, as a striking proof of the national hatred here alluded 
to. One of our bards seeing an Englishman hanging on a tree, 
exclaimed extempore : — 

Ir m<^ich 60 chojidbh ^ ch\i^in, 
. H^zh 60 choitt^bh ^iji 3<^ch <^en 'ciu^wbh, 
jyio l^un 3^n coilke Inte y^il 
l&n be'b chop^h s^ch ^en U. 

Pass on — 'tis cheering from yon stately tree, 
A foe's vile form suspended thus to see ; 
Oh ! may each tree that shades 4>ur soil, appear 
Thick with such fruit throughout the lengthen'd year. 

James the Second, has been accused, not only of overlook- 
ing, but even of encouraging the excesses of his soldiery, 
against the pcotestants in Ireland ; but, whatever were his 
feuito, and they were not few, this was not among the number. 
The foUowing letter, which I transcribe from the original, is of 
itself, sufficient to acquit him of that oppvobrious charge.— 

'^JameaR. 
*' Our wUI and pleasure is that you forthwith tepaire to our 
Towne of Caran where you are during our pleasure to com- 
mand in chiefe all our fforces in the said Towne and in our 
Coottly of Cavan. You are likewise to take care thai noe 
diMorder be eaauiied bf amy of our Army within the said Tovme 
or ComUtf of Caoan. And that you from time to time iiiforme 
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us of all accidents that shall happen there or thereabouts rela- 
ting to our affaires And herein you are not to faile. Given at 
our Court at Dublin Castle the 30th day of April 1690 and 
in the Sixth yeare of our Reign. 

** By bis Majesty's Command 
•• To our Trusty and well beloved " Ri. N agle. 

"Coll. Denis Mo. Gillecuddy." 

With respect to this period of Irish history, whoever would 
be misled, may consult Archbishop King's ** State of the 
Protestants in Ireland/' an appalling monument of a 
christian bishop's breach of the commandment, ** Thou 
shalt not bear false witness against thy neighbour." If truth, 
however, be sought after, it will be found in the Answer to 
that book, by Leslie, a protestant gentleman, which proves, 
that when a divine descends to misrepresentation, he generally 
deals by wholesale. Yet King's production has been quoted 
by Harris, Leland, et hoc genus omne, as authority, in their 
" Histories" of Irish afiairs! 



' LAMENT FOR THE QUEEN OF KING 
JAMES II. 

While the Irish soldiery spilled their blood in the field, the 
bards exerted their genius in the closet, to forward the interest 
of the royal fugitives, and by their songs and poems, proved 
no mean auxiliaries to the cause in which the nation had em- 
barked. They roused the people to arms, in defence of the 
legitimate monarch, and excited the utmost enthusiasm for the 
professor of the ancient faith, and the descendant of the re- 
nowned Milesian race of Ireland. But the present beautiful 
^^fUf ^^ produced under very different circumstances ; and> 
is therefore, entitled to particular consideration. It was com- 
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posed at a time» when all hopes of the royal restotatioii were 
at an end; and may» therefore, be taken as a proof of 
the unfeigned sympathy and sorrow of the Irish nation, for 
the exiled family of England. 

Mary D'Este, who survived her ro3ral consort many years, 
appears to have been every way worthy, as a wife, a mother, 
and a queen, of the praises so lavishly bestowed on her by the 
Irish poet. Though a long time in England, even before her 
accession to the throne, she was never popular, in c<HisequeBce 
of her being a catholic, and warmly attached to her religion ; 
but, for the same reasons, she was an especial favorite with the 
Irish. She died at St. Germaine, April 26th, 1718. Her 
son, James Francis Edward, called by his followers James 
the Third, and, by others, the Chevalier de St. George, is 
frequently alluded to in these Jacobite Relics. 

' John O'Neachtan, the author of this poem, (and of Maggy 
Laider, printed in the first volume,) lived in the early part of 
the last century, in the county of Meath. Ue was a learned 
man, and an ingenious poet, and enriched his native language 
with many original compositions and translations. Several 
of these are in the possession of the writer; and among 
others, a copious Treatise, in Irish, on General Geography, 
extending to nearly five hundred closely written 4}ages, and 
containing many interesting particulars concerning this country ; 
also, curious annab of Ireland, from A. D, 1 167» to the begin- 
ning of the last century. These works, if they belonged to 
any other nation of Europe, even to the island of Iceland, 
would long since have been deemed worthy of publication ; 
but alas ! the literature, language, and native genius of un- 
happy Ireland, have hitherto experienced unmeritted neglect. 
As a poet and miscellaneous writer. O'Neachtan holds the 
same rank in Irish literature, that Doctor Young, the author of 
the Night Thoughts, occupies in English. With equal genius 
and learning, the Irish bard's compositions are more equal and 
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correct, and his style less diffuse than those of the favored 
£ngUsh author. Yet, what a different fate has attended these 
men, The works of the one» are read and admired wherever 
the Tanguage in which they are written extends, the name and 
writings of the other are wholly unknown, except to the 
solitary Irish scholar, who may happen to pore over the mould- 
ering manuscripts in which these ditjeda membra are preserved. 
But such has been the fate of Ireland. Its native genius, 
learning, and talents, have been doomed to languish in obscu- 
rity. Truly have they '' wasted their sweetness on the desert 
air." — For with us, since England established its dominion 
here, it could never be said : — 

Ingeniis patuit campus : certusque merenti 
Stat favor : omatnr propriis industria donis. 

» " Than C<esar of Hotur— 
That James II. (even though somewhat addicted to swear- 
ing,) was a more devoted catholic than any of the Caesars, has 
never been doubted, and this I take to be the poet's meaning 
in this passage ; but, that he was greater, as a statesman or 
general, even with all his naval character, is rather question- 
able. While William, who deserved the crown he bravely 
won, was crossing the ensanguined Boyne, amidst the thickest 
fire of his foes, James, firom the church-yard on the bill of 
Donore, stood a tame spectator of the battle, which decided the 
fate of his kingdoms. Thence he fled panic-struck towards 
Dublin, where he was sarcastically complimented by the Lady 
Tyrconnell, on his superior speed from the field of battle. So 
dastardly was his conduct on this momentous occasion, that 
old Sir Teige O'Regan cried out to King William's officers, 
'' Let us change commanders, and we will fight the battle over 
again," But the fisttal blow was struck, and James, of whom 
some one tauntingly said, that he lost three kingdoms for a 
mass, fled to France to count over his ** Paidtreen " for the re- 
mainder of his days, after entailing upon Ireland a century of 
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worse than Egyptian bondage. With respect to the memories 
of James and WilUam, remove the penal code, and it may be 
fearlessly predicted, that the Irish catholics will unhesitatingly, 
join their protestant friends in commemorating the latter. In 
Ireland, bravery covers a multitude of sins. 



• CLIONA OF THE ROCK. 

Cliona is one of those fe.bled beings of the fairy tribe, called 
Benshees, so celebrated in Ireland. With these *' pale aerial 
demons,'* *' Le Deamnuib odhra aieor," the hards and 
seeahidhes enriched their poems and tales. The rock, *' Carraig 
CUodlma,*' lies within five miles of Mallow, on the right 
to the Cross of Donochmore, in a wild mountainous tract, sup. 
posed to be the head quarters of all the Munster fairies. It is 
a large grey stone, surrounded by a number of smaller ones, 
and is supposed to be the principal residence of CHoiuif their 



Owen 0*Rahally, a well known Irish bard, (who resided at 
Sliabh Luachra, in Kerry, about the beginning of the last 
century,) in a spirited poem on the misfortunes of Ireland, 
addressed to one of the Mac Carthy family, enumerates some 
of these *' shadowy forms," in the following lines, beginning 
with Cliona. — 

&o shuil Clio&hiK^ qii6 n^ yseulAibh, 

bo 3huil Ushni^ ^ n-bdjilux Cile, 

bo shuil ?Ui|:e A Twshbhpos Tpheibhliw, 

^I'T ^^ ^^\l 'Uoibhil ffshbhe^^n leich-chp^is ! 

bo shuil, 50 qiu^ish, ^n |lu<^chc<^ch c^oille, 

bo shuil ?line ^ nK\i^x 5I*^iig> 

bo 5huilM&A)i Ochc nochc<^i)i ^ip ^onloch, 

bo 5huile^b<^ii (^inniie 6x1 c1i^i|inn 1*^11 c-fleibhe. 
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Cliona appears to have had another esiabliahmenl oo the 
mountain of Carrigalea, in the county of Clare. She was, how- 
ever, but a provincial ruler, for '' the paramount fairy queen of 
Ireland, was Maidib, that is, mortifying the d, Maib, pro- 
nounced Meiv, by a common metathesis of v for b in Irish. 
From this country the appellation was conveyed to Scotland, 
and thence to the north of England There Shakspeare found 
our Maib, and espoused her, Mab, to Oberon, as his Fairy 
Queen.'' This has escaped the poet's kamed commentators. 

' William dall (or the blind) O'Heffeman, the author of 
this allegorical poem, was a native of the county of Tipperary, 
and appears to have been living, an old man, within the last 
fifty years. He composed many poetical pieces which are 
deservedly popular, but, if he had left no other than the 
present, it would in itself, be sufficient to rescue his memory 
from oblivion, and stamp him with the name of poet. The 
original is adapted and sung to the Irish air, " Staca an 
Mhargaidh," or the *' Market Stake," (which may be seen in 
Bunting's collection of Irish Music, p. 68,) but, in the trans- 
lation, it was found impracticable to retain the air without 
foiling short of the beauty of the origmal. 

The machinery (if the term be allowable,) of this ode, or 
the vision introduced by the poet, has been a favorite form of 
composition with our later bards. They delighted in decorating 
these visionary beings with all the charms of celestial beauty; 
4md in this respect, our author appears to have been no mean 
proficient. His description is heightened with all the glow and 
warmth of the richest oriental colouring, and the sentiments 
and language are every way worthy of the subject *' Nothing," 
observes the ingenious and learned Arthur Browne, formerly 
Fellow of Trinity College, Dublin, ** marks more strongly 
the apathy of some musicians, than their perfect indiffer- 
ence about the words that accompany music. We have had 
all the polite world lately singing infontine words to the 
finest musoc. — ^To me, sublimity of words adds infinitely to 
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sublimity of music, by infiuite associations of idea ; so in the 
pathetic; can it be otherwise where there is any soul." — 
Sketches, vol. ii. London, 1798. — ^That a similar opinion was 
entertained and acted upon by our bards, all their composilions 
afford abundant evidence. 

• " The virtue-'the emprige-^m dayt^ yore 
That Banba nwrturedr^ 
Banba— one of the early names of Ireland — ^my b^nb^ n^ 
w-b^n — Banba, isle of beauteous women.~-The book of 
Dromreneaehta, followed by the le<^bh<^|t 5^bh^lA or Chro- 
nicle of In^asionsy two ancient historical works in Irish, f;ive 
the particulars of these prtmitiye names. These venerable 
volumes lie, however, unheeded among the mass of oar un- 
known unpublished manuscripts. 

* " Or Ceimit who 

bade the eryiUU emrreni of the stream 

Heave into life the mUTe mechamcjrame.** 
Ceirait, one of the mistresses of Cormac, monarch oi Ireland, 
about the beginning of the thiid centary, induced that prince 
to send to Scotland for askilfid medmnic, by whom she caused 
to be built the first mill erected in Ireland. The catcumstance 
is fully detailed in Keatmg ; and it calls to our recollection, 
that the old Irish manuscripts contain many creditable notices 
of the early state and history of Scotland, not elsewhere to 
be found. With one in particular, I shall take the liberty 
of troubling the reader. In the " sealed" MS. librBry of 
Trinity GoHege, Dublin, there is a copy, (written on vellum, at 
least six hundred years,) of a yet more ancient tract, entitled 
««5^lUnih An Jk^ yhu<^6h/'— We Dialogue of the Two 
Soffes, a correct transcript of which, (formeriy the property 
of my lamented friend John Mac Namara, of the comity of 
Clare, an excellent Irish antiquary and linguist,) is now in my 
possession. It is written in a language or dialect as old as 
that used in our Biehon laws, with an interlined gloss ; and 
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records a conlest which took place, about the time of the 
birth of our Redeemer^ beiweeu If tide the son of Adhma^ and 
Fereekrtne^ file^ or the poet» for the Ollamh*i (or chief pro- 
fessor's) chair of Irdtuid. In the Rtimwfiu!, or Pr€iftice» we 
are informed that dw foimer went lo Aibmn (Sootiaad) to learn 
wisdom, — ^'^^olui&h i^^pdnih 6.n iihCc fin bo -plioshU^iiii 
ergfe i TW^UMin ; " but <he word ei5re» may he also ten- 
deredy knowledge, philosophy, or poetry. Hero then are two 
Irish fragments of early date, which shew timt Scotland was 
anciently, as it b at the present day, disliiigvished for poetry and 
philosophy; bat it is feared that this notable discovery will be 
lost OB the present professors of the **< modern Athens^" who, with 
philosophic piide, proclaim the baibaiity of their own GaeHc 
anoesldrs, and reject the audiority of onr Celtic manuscripts. 

^ *< My mtme u Ciima, iht baiimji mUi 
(if the tali rock my home." 
** It nie-ii Cl^o6hn<^ i cMeibh n^ Mfip^ije/' 
CUona had two habitations, bat which of them she alludes 
to here is doubtful. In this respect, her answers somewhat 
resembled those of the famous pagan oracles of oMen time, 
and indeed, the whole of her revelation seems cast in the same 
moald. Even to this day, England's fiat for Irish freedom 
I as fa op e i io i as ever. 



* ^ Marim's foikwen rave." 
*^ yiiochb f^MlfC^Cin mk^llmshche/' 
The Devil and Docter Martin are generally associailed in 
om- native proverbs. Heniy the 8tfa, is sometimes added to 
malBe m trie. Indeed, it weald be dUfeuk to say which of the 
three is most genesaBy detested in Ireland, but S4nne are of 
o{Mnion, that Hairy and his immediate descendants, having 
infiioted more evib on the comtry than both the others, he 
seems entitled by way of pie-eminence to the distinguished 
association ^vhich has been lather gratuitously oonferrsd on the 
great reformer. 



128 NOTES. 



CANTICLE OF DELIVERANCE. 

' This spirited Jacobite soog was composed by Andrew 
Magrathf the witty and eccentric Mangwe Sugaeh, as were 
also the drinking stanzas^ p. 192, first vol. of this work. He 
was a native of Limerick, and author of numerous poems and 
songs of a jovial, amatory, and political nature, which are 
current and popular, chiefly in the Province of Munster. As a 
poet, he not only excelled the mob of English gentlemen who 
formeriy wrote with ease, but also many of those whom Doctor 
Johnson has designated English poets. He led a wandering sort 
of life, and was much dreaded for the caustic severity of his wit. 
His habits and writings closely resembled those of Prior. Like 
him, the Mangaire ** delighted in mean company. His life 
was irregular, negligent, and sensual. He has tried all styles, 
from the grotesque to the solemn, and has not so failed in any 
as to incur derision or disgrace/'— Joibiiom. Our bard was 
living within the last 40 years, and died at an advanced age. 

2 ** Too long have the ckwris in dark homdage ojppreued me." 
We have already noticed p. 119, the expressions of derision 
used by the Irish towards their unwelcome visitors, the English 
invaders, whom they contemptuously called the impure refuse of 
the ocean, •* Impurum maris ejectamentum"— /{n^ert Herman, 
Brit. Mag. p. 379. — ** Bos ubi Scotus erat," was likewise a 
common phrase among them. Some curious instances of the 
use of the term •' Churl," are recorded. When Athenry, in 
the County of Galway, was burned in 1596, by Hugh rvadk 
O'DomieU, one of the Irish leaders who was requested to spare 
the church as it contained the bones of his mother, replied, 
** I care not even were she alive in it, I would sooner burn 
them both together, than that any EngUik ckarl should fortify 
there." O'Nial, Earl of Tyrone, when nuirching by Castlemore 
in the County of Cork, in the year 1600, on his way to Kinsaie 
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to support the Spaniards, enquired who lived in a certain Castle ? 
Being told that it belonged to Barrett, a good Catholic, 
whose family had been possessed of the Estate for above 400 
years ; O'Nial exclaimed, ^' No matter, I hate the EnglUh 
churl as if he landed only yesterday." — No one can be sur- 
prised at these strong expressions of National animosity, who Is 
at all acquainted with our history since the arrival of the 
Englbh. 

' '' Save Dmm and kit kindred."— 
Donn, one of the sons of Mile, or Milesius, according 
to Eochy ua Fhinn, a poet and historian, who died A.D. 984, 
(and of whose compositions there are several still remaining of 
great value,) was cast away with his companions on the 
Duchains, to this day called Teach Duin, or Donn's Mansion, 
in the West of Munster. In succeeding ages, Donn was 
exalted by o.ur bards to the rulership of the Fairies of that 
district, and in that capacity he appears to have taken a parti- 
cular interest in the subsequent affairs of Ireland. As he defied 
the vigilance of the priest and bard hunters, several pro- 
phetico-political songs have been attributed to him, or rather 
to his inspiration or revelation communicated to our poets. 
The present song is one of this character. 

♦ " But Phelim and Heber whote children betrayed il." 
This alludes to the renegade Irish who joined the common 
foe, and of that class, from the days of the infamous Mac 
Morrough, who invited over the Anglo-Norman auxiliaries to 
his aid, our Annals have damned many to everlasting fame. 
Indeed, so effectually did the settlers pursue the Machiavelian 
policy, ** divide and govern," that it gave rise to the disgrace- 
ful adage, ** put an Irishman on the spit and you will find 
another to turn him ;" but, be it remembered, that the son of 
the settler was generally the turnspit. Espionage and deceit 
were the invariable rule of English conduct towards the unfor- 
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timate Irish. The last, and it is hoped it will be the last, 
sigoal act of treachery in Ireland was committed by the descend- 
ant of a settler, Colonel Henry Luttrell, who ** sold the pass'* 
at Limerick to King William's forces. Lord Westmeath after- 
wards endeavoured, but ineflfectually, to acquit this unhappy 
man of the charge ; see Ferrar's History of Limerick, 364. 
He surviyed, an object of general execration, until the year 
1717, when he was shot in a sedan chair in Stafford-street, 
Dublin. The following Epigram was composed on his death — 

If heaveB be pleased when Buortals cease to sin, 
And hell be pleased when villains enter in, 
If earth be pleased when it entombs a knave. 
All must be pleased, now Luttrell's in his grave. 

* Samhtiin, the 1st of November. '< The festival of Samem, 
or Baal-»amen is called the OicAe-tomAtn by the ancient Irish. 
Pliny remarks, that the Druids counted their years not by days, 
but nights. The Irish word Coigtighois, meaning a fortnight in 
modern acceptation, means really Coig-deagoicke, or fifteen 
nights, shewing that the Pagan Irish counted lunations of 
thirty days, and divided them into two periods of fifteen nights 
each."— O'Canor CaL Stow MSS. p. 25. 

• " The treaty theg broke." 
This alludes to the treaty of Limerick. So much has been 
said and written about this celebrated breach of military honor 
and political faith, that it only remains here to observe, that no 
single circumstance connected with the affairs of these Islands 
tended so much as this to estrange the minds of the Irish people 
from the English government, particularly during the last cen- 
tury. Even the massacres at MuUamast, the carnage at 
Drogheda, and the murders of the Scotch at Glenco have 
been forgotten, but this unparalelled dereliction of all principle 
is still remembered with horror. 
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' *' Skall tke gorged Goat.*' 
This is ooe of the contemptuous epithets before alluded to. 
The following Epigrammatic stanea is expressive of the feelings 
conveyed in the text. — 

Pk^tic^ 3<^n ice ^ifi '^lieich A'y ^^P ^ chn^mli, 
^lip An c6 66 le'p rnhK^nn luchc bei^plA bheich tI&ti, 
60 bhibip Tliocht1|i A^MX Ciite^^mh^in. 

May banishmeot and desolation light on him, may the plague 

and pains without remedy seize his veins and bones, 
Who would wish well to the English race, 
They who exiled the offspring of Ir and Heremon. 



THE EXPECTED OP IRELAND. 

* Ben-Edar. The ancient name of the hill of Howth. — ^The 
Eftglisb, although as a Nation they might truly say with 
reference to Ireland, 

** Nee tecum potsum vivere nee sine te*' 

I cannot with thee live nor yet without thee. 

have ever been more ready to censure than to praise both our- 
selves and our country. This is a deplorable national failing, 
and one which a high minded and '^ thinking" people should 
be ashamed of, for to say the least, it is somewhat ungrateful. 
But it is hoped, that time may, in its own good season, overcome 
this rather ungenerous propensity. Our " Bulls" and ** Brogue" 
have always proved inexhaustible sources of merriment to our 
English friends, and even the simple sounds of our old language 
have been particularly obnoxious to their " ears polite." Of 

k2 
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this a memorable instance remains on record. — <5 His Majestic 
(Charles II.) taking notice of the barbarous and uncouth names by 
which most of the townes and places in his Kingdom of Ireland 
are called, which hath occasioned much damage to diyera of 
his good subjects, and are very troublesome in the use thereof, 
and /nuch retards the reformacion of that Kingdome. For 
remedy thereof is pleased that it be enacted that the Ld. Lt. and 
Councell shall and may, advise of settle and direct, in the passing 
of all letters pattents in that Kingdome for the future, have new 
and proper names more suitable to the English tongue may be 
inserted with an alias for all Townes, Lands, and places, in 
that Kingdome, that shall be granted by letters pattents, which 
new names shall thenceforth bee the only names to be used." — 
This notable plan, however, failed, and the patentee regicides 
objected not to the Irish lands, because of their ** barbarous 
and uncouth names." On the contrary, they resorted to every 
species of force, fraud, and perjury, to wrest them from the 
ancient possessors. On this subject the strange and unex- 
pected avowals of the late Earl of Clare,* who was Chancellor 
of Ireland when he made them, deserve particular attention. 



His lordship was descended from the old sept of the CUtn-Gibbon»*, and was 
the best friend to the English interest in Ireland, that these latter times have 
produced. Against this clan our Irish baids have been bitterly invective. The 
following stanza is taken from a satirical poem written by Angus 0*Daly, called 
llnsuy n^ TK^Op, or thet)<<|lb [tU^bh, about the year 1600. 

^ |:huil ipe^^re TK^ch b-t^ib <^i|i 5-cul, 
Tlchc ife6ip5 Ch|iio|T le eloinn '^^oh^lm ; 
t)e<^3 <^n bich ^ m-beich m^\i c&. 

The sternest pulse that heaves the heart to hate, 
Will sink o'erlaboured or with time abate ; 
But on the clan Fitz-Gibbon Christ looks down 
For ever with unmitigated frown — 
Did mercy shine ! their hearts envenomed slime. 
Even in her beam, would quicken to new crime. 
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<* It is impossible," says he, "to defend the acts of set- 
tlement and explanation. Seven millions^ eight hundred 
thousand acres of land were set out under the authority of 
this Act, to a motley crew of English adventurers, civil 
and military, nearly to the total exclusion of the old in- 
habitants of the Island ; many of whom, who were innoeeni 
of the rebellion^ lost their inheritance. A new colony of 
new settlers, composed of all the various sects which then 
infested England, Independents, Anabaptists, Seceders, Brown- 
ists, Socinians, MiUenarians, and Dissenters of every descrip- 
tion, many of them infected with the leaven of democracy, 
poured into Ireland, and were put into possession of the ancient 
inheritance of its itahabitants : and I speak with great personal 
respect of the men, when I state that a very considerable por- 
tion of the opulence and power of the Kingdom of Ireland, 
centers at this day in the descendants of this motley collection 
of English adventurers. The whole island has been confiscated, 
with the exception of the estates of five or six old families of 
Englbh blood. No inconsiderable portion has been confiscated 
twice, or perhaps thrice, in the course of a century. The situa- 
tion therefore of the Irish nation at the Revolution stands 
unparalleled in the history of the inhabited world." Such were 
the novel statements made by this noble Earl, in the Irish House 
of Lords, on the 10th Feb. 1800, to induce a Legislative Union 
between Great Britain and Ireland. They are here introduced 
as forming a tolerable comment on our Jacobite Relics. After 



The following well known epigram it added, to enable the classical reader to 
judge between it and the foregoing production of the Irish bard : 

Vipera Cappadocem nocitura momordit, at ilia 
Gu&tato periit sanguine Cappadocis. 

A viper bit a Cappadocian — ^fain 
Her curdling poison through him to distil. 
But the foiled reptile died — ^her victim's vein 
Had poison subtiler than her own to kill. 
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their perusal, the most prejudiced must hesitate, and, perhaps, 
even excuse the feelings so warmly expressed throughout these 
National effusions by our indignant bards. 

* ** O'er bright Sliev-na man and Knock Gremy will wake,'' 
Two well known hills in Tipperary and Limerick. 

' ** Wken wUk Una ker Donaldi untied again" 
By Una (Winifred) and Donald, were meant Ireland and 
the exiled Prince. 

* But the four great septs mentioned here, the bard iutended 
to represent the whole body of the ancient Irish, who were 
ready to espouse the cause of " The King." — fyi<^c-C0Ti-fyi<^p<^ 
in the original, should be fA^c [A^xh^hAmhn^. The parti- 
cular acts of delinquency of the other personages named in 
thb stanza, have not been ascertained. 

* << Then $haU Salna refince.'' 
By Sabia is meant Ireland. Our patriotic monarch Bria» 
Boroimhe, had a daughter of that name, 

' ** The magical pUkar where Garret Hes sleeping" 
Garret Fitzgerald, the great Earl of Desmond, killed in 
1582. He is supposed by the country people, even to this 
day, to be bound to an enchanted pillar in Lough Gur, tk lake 
nine miles south of Limerick. They report, that at the end of 
eyery seven years he may be seen riding on the lake, mounted 
on an enchanted charger, and that when his horse's shoes, 
which are made of silver, shall be worn out, he will return to 
life, and destroy the enemies of Ireland. The story of this 
powerful Earl and his tragical end may be seen at large in our 
History. It may here be added, that Daniel Kelly, Queen 
Elizabeth's '' well beloved subject and soldier," who cut off his 
head, was rewarded with a pension of £20. a year for that 



NOT£S. 135 

service; but he was soon after hanged at Tyburn. For sach 
or the like services as those of Kelly, some few of the bribed 
and renegade Irish were graciously called the Queen's ** loving 
subjects/' but such or the like fate as that which he deservedly 
met withy generally terminated their labours and their lives. 



LAMENT OF THE GAEL. 

' The Gael — the ancient Irish. — In this fine ode the Bard 
has, with a master hand, introduced the most signal interven- 
tions of the Divine Power and Mercy, as examples to support 
his countrymen in their afflictions, and to inspire them with a 
hope of future deliverence. With these views he points out 
the preservation of Noah in the deluge ; and of the Prophet 
Jonah in the deep; the passage of the Children of Israel 
through the Red Sea; the patience and Divine approval of 
holy Job; the penitence and pardon of Longinus; the great 
atonement of our Divine Redeemer, and the miraculous raising 
of Lazarus from the dead. This is one of the noblest pur- 
poses to which poetry can be applied, and is in perfect ac- 
cordance with the inspired effusions of holy writ. It is much 
to be regretted liiat the name of the bard has not survived, if it 
were only to lead to the recovery of any more of his com- 
positions. 

• " The Land of Cm.'' 
This may either allude to the whole of Ireland, from the 
Monarch Con, who ruled early in the second century; or to 
the northern half, called Leath Cumn, from the division of the 
island between that Monarch and Eugenius king of Mun^ter, 
which will be found fully detailed in our Histories. 
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' THE PROPHECY OF DONN FIRINNEACH. 

Donn has already been introduced to the reader, p. 129. 
Here he again appears in the character of a Prophet, with the 
title of Firinneach, or the truth teller, annexed to his name; 
but if his claim to that character may be judged of from the 
result of his predictions in the present ode, it rests on very 
slender foundations. Not one of them has been fulfilled, 
although it must be confessed, that they have been conceived 
in a lofty and poetic strain, and delivered with a tone and 
decision not unworthy of one inspired. Of 8 far different 
nature was the following Prophecy of Brecan, one of our 
ancient saints, a venerable body of men, whom in this age of 
philosophy and refinement it is unfashionable to mention, 
except to deride their virtue and piety under the names of 
weakness and superstition. This prediction has been fulfilled 
in every point, centuries after it was delivered. 

Ci3|:<^ib 3einn cAji muip Tne<^n, 

bubh ui^chAibh <^b <^i|i s^ch cill, 
bubh u<^rhAibh ]li |:o|iCpinn. 

Erin's white crested billow shall sleep on the shore. 
And it's voice shall be mute, while the spoilers glide o'er; 
And the stranger shall give a new priest to each shrine. 
And the sceptre shall wrest from her own regal line. 

< Owen O'Rahally the author of this ode has been already 
noticed in page, 124. 

* ** these wolves perfidious, forsworn,'* 

Here again are meant the English adventurers. A bard 
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describing one of them, who seems to have been a scourge in 
the country, has the following stanza. — 

?ln Tn^b|t<^ AllA 3ibh iiio|i ^ (i^yil, 
^^ bibh ^136 i^chc ^en chii^n ; 
4^1 chi3 <^chc <^en bhlAch <^i|i <^n bpiy, 
*2lich|nY u<^iiD bo luchc ^n <^inb|:if. 

The wolf howls savagely, but seek his lair. 
One cub and one alone is nurtured there; 
The choaking bramble one lone blossom bears. 
Tell it abroad and let him hope who hears. 

The meaning is, that the individual in question, whom the 
bard has designated as a wolf, from his rapacity and cruelty, 
had but one son. Hence a hope is held out that the future 
ravages of the family would not be so great as if there was a 
numerous brood. 

* By the ** Brickler" was meant Prince James Francis 
£dward, son of James II. He was so called by the Irish 
bards, from the many reports industriously spread throughout 
England at the time of his birth, that he was a supposititious 
child, and amongst others that he was the son of a Brick- 
kofer. 

^ ** And the false ones that knelt not where Qod'i ownpnuU 
adored.*' 

With every respect for the Protestant Church of Ireland and 
its ministers, it has been doubted, whether the latter, as a body, 
really believed the doctrine which they professed. The best 
proof of conviction in religious opinions is an earnest endeavour 
to disseminate those opinions in order to bring people over to 
the truth. This has never been attempted by the Protestant 
divines in Ireland. On the conti-ary, every meabure which could 
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render their doctrine odiouSy leens to have been studiously 
resorted to. Heoce the words of our text. It may therefore 
be concluded, that as England is now a Protestant, and Scot- 
land a Presbyterian, country , so Ireland is, and ever will 
continue to be, pre-eminently Catholic. If space permit, some 
curious illustrations of the facts here stated may be given. 



SHANE BUI. 

The air of this song is more generally known than the 
origin of its name. Shane Bui, means, literally, Yellow 
or Orange Jack, (the John Bull of former days,) there 
being no other word in Irish to express the latter colour. It 
was an appellation given by the Irish to the English followers 
of William III. in Ireland. Hence the term Orangemen. 



' SHEELA NA GUIRE. 

By the rhetorical figure Metonymy, this name is here put f<Mr 
Ireland. It has before appeared that Grana UUe, Roitm 
JDMk, and several others have been similarly used by the Irish 
Bards. The orthography, Sheela na Guire, b retained because 
it is better known than the literal translation of the original 
name, viz. Sheela (or Cecilia) O'Gara, and the poetical reader 
will immediately perceive the necessity in this instance for adopt- 
ing the common orthography and general mode of pronunciation. 
Sheela has been always esteemed one of our best political songs, 
and may be pronounced at least equal to Colonel Mac Gillarry, 
which Mr. Ho^, no bad authority, considered as the best Jaco- 
bite song of Scotland. It seems to have been a favorite with 
the exiled Irish. The printed copy has been taken from one 
transcribed in France in the last century. The tune is lively 
and popular. 



N0T6S. 139 

^ '' Omth0 heij^ki ^Xii^ciiy, ened Ihmul (yjHwe:' ' 
liBgreoy is a well-known hill in the South of Ireland. Of 
the individual O'More, here named, 1 have not been able to 
trace any particulars. This distinguished Irish family has 
been already alluded to. — VoL I» p. 114. 

* " O'BneH ofAra " 



A branch of the great family of that name^ descended from 
Brian Suadk (yBrieu prince of Thomond, who was expelled 
from his Territory in the early part of the fourteenth century, 
and settled in the district of Ara, in the N. W. part of the 
present County of Tipperary. This circumstance is fully de- 
tailed in the C^rhpeini Coip&he^lbh<^i5h, or '' Catalogue of 
the battles of Turlough, being valuable annals compiled in Irish 
by John Mac Craith, in 1459, containing an account of the wars 
of Thomond, from the landing of Henry II. to the year 
1310. A fine copy of this scarce and curious work in the 
possession of the writer, will, he hopes, be published by a 
patriotic member of the O'Brien family, as an honorable record 
of the bravery of his countrymen and ancestors. 

a " The Imusth ofker heart:' 
This is literal, and according to the usual meaning of the 
word 5<^ip ; but it might also be rendered, a shout, rejoicing, 
burst of joy. 

* << Whem th€ Major, tk$ gaUami, the grmeefid, the brate.'' 

The p^soQ here alluded to, and so highly extolled, is 
supposed lo have been a member of the O'M ore family. 

' Aoirnhpe^t^ ™ore correctly <^Tnhff<^|'. 
' *' wlicn I thinh of the wretch:' 



Either Cromwell, or William III, The original, 5|tuA5<^ch, 
however, seems to indicate the latter, as bearing on his per- 



140 NOTES. 

sonal deformity. The affiiir of Glenco io Scotland, and the 
subsequent violation of the articles of Limerick, rendered him 
an object of aversion to the Irish. 



iGRANA WEAL. 

Or more correctly Oraine Uiie. Grace 0*Ma1ey, mother of 
Theobald, the first Viscount Mayo. Lodge, in his Irish 
peerage, informs us, that " Mac William" (whom Sir Henry 
Sidney, on 28 April, 1576, informed Queen Elizabeth he " found 
verie sensible, though wanting the Englishe tongue, yet under- 
standing the La$tin,*') married Grana-na-Male daughter of 
Owen (yMaley of the Oules, an ancient Irish Chief, and widow 
of O* Flaherty, A lady much renowned among the natives of 
Conaught, who relate many adventures and remarkable actions 
of her courage and undaunted spirit, which she frequently per- 
formed on the sea." — voL iv. p, 235. — For a curious account of 
this famous Heroine, and her visit to Queen Elizabeth, see the 
Anihologia Hibemica, vol, ii. p, 1, and iii. p. 340. —Her name 
has been frequently used by our Bards, to designate Ireland. 
Hence our Countrymen have been often called ** Sons of old 
GranaWeal." 

' This fine Jacobite relic was composed by John Mac 
Donnell, one of the most eminent of our modern Bards. He 
was born in the year 1691, in O'Keefe's Country, near Char- 
leville, in the County of Cork, and was known by the name 
of " Claraghf* from the residence of his family, which was 
situate at the foot of a mountain of that name, between Char- 
leville and Mallow. The following account of this Bard is 
taken from O'Halloran's introduction to his History of Ireland. 
— '< Mr. Mac Donnell, a man of great erudition, and a profound 
Irish antiqoarian and poet, whose death I sensibly feel, and 
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from whom, when a boy, 1 learned the rudiments of our lan- 
guage, constantly kept up this custom, (t. e. public sessions of 
the poets, at stated times, to exercise their genius.) He had 
made valuable collections, and was writing in his native tonjpie 
a history of Ireland ; but a long sickness prevented his finish- 
ing this work. He proposed to some gentlemen in the County 
of Clare, to translate Homer into Irish ; and, from the speci- 
men he gave, it would seem, that this prince of poets would 
appear as respectable in a Gathelian as a Greek dress. But 
the death of the late Mac Namara put a stop to this attempt. 
This learned and worthy man died in the year 1751, near 
Charleville, and I have never since been able to find how his 
papers were disposed of, though I am told he left them to me." 
— ^Though grateful to Mr. O'Halloran for preserving even these 
few particulars, yet the feeling would be greater, had he saved 
the papers to which he has alluded. They could not have 
been confided to better hands, and there can be no doubt, but 
they were well worthy of preservation. 

The Bard was interred at the old church yard of Ballyslough, 
near Charleville, where the following inscription may be read 
on the humble flag that covers his remains. — 



+ 
IHS 

Johannes Mc. Donald, cognominatus 
Cl&p<^5h, vir vere Catholicus, et qnibus 
Unguis omatns, nempe Gneca, Latin a et 
Hybemica : non Vulgaris Ingenii poeta, 
tumulatur ad hunc Cippuro. obiit iEtatis 
Anno 63, Salutis 1754. 

Requiescat in pace. 



In a subsequent part of this volume will be found an Elegy 
written on his death. Many excellent productions of his, are 
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extant, composed in his native language, which prove him to 
have been a man of genius and a poet. Although it may be 
considered presumptuous to compare an unknown Irish Bard, 
with the celebrated English poet of Twickenham, yet the com- 
parison might be hazarded without much apprehension for the 
result. In point of learning Mac Donnell was equal, and 
neither in genius, judgment, nor power of exquisite versification, 
was he inferior to Pope. If the latter had been an Irishman, 
and had written in the language of the country, it would be a 
matter of difficulty to determine, which would be entitled to 
the price. But fortunately for his genius and his fame, Pope 
was bom at the right side of the channel. Here, he wovld 
have been doomed, like our neglected Bard, to languish in 
obMurity, and perhaps never be heard of. That a translation 
of Homer into Irish was a bold undertaking, must be confessed, 
pQKticnbrly when we consider the then political and literary 
stale cf Ae country. Such a work would have considerably 
enriched our national poetry, but the attempt proved, as might 
be expected, abortive ; wliile the English poet happily succeed- 
ed, even beyond his most sanguine expectations. If any part 
of the Irish version could now be recovered, it would at once 
enable us to judge of the merits of the translators, and the 
powers of their respective languages. The following descrip. 
tion of a hero^ taken from one of the political poems of our 
Bard, beginning — " ei]Ti3h lem* 5l6pchAibh d mhop- 
yhliocc IVIilepul'," is not inferior, in the original, to any pas- 
sage of the Iliad. ^ 

C<^ Conn 6^n nie<^p mopbh^, 50 copch<^rh<^eh, '30 cpe<^n- 

Tnh<^p, 
50 lioninh<^p, 30 lonnnih<^p, 30 leo3h<^nTnhAp, l^fP^P, 
le cemnbh, le coipne<^ch, le cSpmAch, le cp&ne, 
le r<^oinbh, le rl$i3habh, le ceolcdibh c<(chA. 
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To crush the strong — the resolute to quell, 
DauH* sweeps the battle-field, a deadly spell ; 
Begirt with hosts, a terrible array; 
Blood paints his track— and havock strews his way — 
The Lion's courage, and the Light'ning's speed, 
His might combines — from each adventurous deed. 
With haughtier swell dilates the Conqueror's soul ; 
Like Yolum'd thunders deepening as they roll — 
Bards from his prowess learn a loftier song— 
And glory lights him through the ranks along. 

In politics, Mac Donnell was a '^ rank" Jacobite, and on 
more occasions than one he saved his life by hasty retreats from 
his enemies, the Bard-huntenk He moreover inherited all the 
hatred of his race for the ** Saxon Chiurlft." The treatment of 
the brave Irish General, Mac Donnell, better knowa by the 
name of Mac Allistrumf (whose march is yet remembered in 
Munster,) of our poet's name and family, who was basely 
murdered in 1647, at Knockrinoss, near Mallow, by the troops 
of the brutal renegade, Inchiquin, helped to embitter the poet's 
mind against the English. His muse never seemed so delight- 
ed as when holding them up to the scorn and derisioii of his 
Countrymen. His poem on James Dawson is a chef d^eeumre 
in the bitter and sarcastic style. Among other productions, 
the present verses to the air of Grana UUe, and the *' Lament," 
which follows, have been always admired. It may be neces- 
sary here to observe, that a custom prevailed among our 
modern bards, to supply stanzas, particularly of a political 
nature, for the finest national tunes ; and these compositions, 
in general, supplanted the older words, which fell into disnsc 
and were soon forgotten. This was the case with respect to 
Orana UUe. The original words of this far-famed song I have, 
however, recovered, and here present them to the Irish reader. 

♦ Leopold Count Daun, Field Marshal. This was written before he was 
appointed to the command of the Austrian Armies. 



144 NOTES. 



f7lA|i 60 chuAU^ibh fi ipu<^ch<^i-<^ <^ pi^iybe p^in ; — 
'X i cliudU^ibh me <^5 3jiuA3<^ch nA h-i^ilne A |tA&is 
5u|i TU<^ch<^6h A Tudn-choitp A3 5p^i""e f7lh<^^l. 

^I'r bob<^jiit$ ! 6otw^|i[i6 ! SpXinne [71 hA^ ! 

bob<^p|i^ I 6ob<^[iji6 ! A 5bp<^i""e chleibh' ! 

bob<^|ip$ ! 6o6<^|t|i$ ! "^li^mne fAh^&, ! 

7L*x rtixin^ bh-p^sh me le bos^bh i d^ me jt&bh ! 

Chuift m^ Ann i3iobol i, 5P^'^^^ jVlhA^l ; — 
'PiAoil me n<^'[i ysumAfiAch 3p^6h mo chl&bh : — 
^li|i ')phoy3Ailc An 6o|iAi|* le -p&nme An lAe, 
bW6h cullAch 't An mullAch Aip 5bp<^inne |VlhA$l. 

IVy bobA|i[i6 ! 6o6A|i|i$ A 5h|i&mne fVlhA^l ! 

bobAp|i$ ! 6o6A|tpo A S'litJLinne chl^ibh' ! 

bobApfiS! bobAfip^l 5it<<inne IVIhA^l ! 

IVy munA bh-fi^sh mg le bo3A6h t c& me jieibh ! 



Another relic of early Jacobite song, the Drimin dubh, O I 
may not improperly accompany the foregoing. Under that 
name, by rather a forced allegory, was meant James Charles 
Edward. — 
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^ &hitoimiTi bhuibh 6hiliT, ^ ^coich fhtob^^ nA ni6n', 
CK hh-ywl 60 mhuiTia[t^ ni An ni<^nie<^Tin pA6 be6bh ? 
C{^ pd6 Ann ynA bisibh fince -pAoi An bh-^Sb 
^3 Till le jlish y&^mAt 60 cKTsheAchc Ann tA' 3-cop<inn. 

6<^ bh-TpAshAmn-p ceAb A^hniy no pAbhAjic Aip An 

5-co|t6inn. 
ChjiiAllyAmn 30 yAci"An b'olbhche A'l* 60 lo, 
^5 yidbhAl bosA A't cujipAisbche A5U1* |*leibhce bubhA 

4^0 30 finnipeA|t Aiji bitumAibh An &)toimin bhuibh i ! 

61A bo bheAchA bo'n m-bAile A fchpoimin bhuibh $ ! 
bAbh mhAich bo chmb bAmne A'f bA mhilit le h-6l^ 
60 chAdin^nnn bo leAcA A*y bo chtim cAilce mAfi [tof, 
Wf bo whAlAipc id bh^n-pAb A fchfioimin bhuibh ! 

In Conaught, the following inferior fragment is sometimes 
heard. We cannot add, caetera deflenda sunt, 

6'eTjii3h me '}p^n Aiji mAibin b6 66nihnAich, 

%'X V^^^V^ ^e mo bhpuimin bubh W^ibhce 1 b-poll m$nA, 

5h|teAb me nA bAfA A*y chuip me nA S^jtchA, 

"TPAoi mo fchjiuimin buibh bhllii*, sAn A leA3Ainc fU^n bAm, 

0|t^ A &h[tuimin bubh, opo, 

2Vx A fchpuimin bubh bhilit 30 m-W c(i yU^n. 

VOL. II. L 
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^ *' His revenge camioi ikep and hi$ gnardt %oiU wAfiee^' 
The original does not, perhaps, warrant the above expressioo, 

which might be considered an invidious allusion to the desertion 

of General Hamilton's infantry, at the Boyne. 

♦ <* 7%c Sboff, %U true &o<#"— — 
This may allude to the ancient name of the Irish, or more 
likely to their fidelity to James, in opposition to the treachery 
of the Scots to his father. 

^ ** The Irish scholar who thinks this venion over wrought, 
may be better satisfied with — 

" The long-gorged adventurer shall pine for a meal. 
Driven hungry and houseless from Chroma Weal."-'T. 



' CLARACH'S LAMENT. 

This excellent Jacobite song has been alluded to in the notes 
to the last. It was written to ^e popular air of ** The white 
Cockade," but the reader, or rather the singer, will easily per* 
ceive that the time must be slow, and the expression, almost 
throughout, pathetic. The Scotch claim the air, as ** My 
gallant braw John Highlandman." 

' This was an epithet of opprobrium in frequent use with the 
Jacobites, and applied by them to the House of Hanover, by 
a mal-pronunciation of the family name of that Royal stock. 

^ This comparison of the youthful chevalier to the renowned 
heroes of Irish lore, from whom he was descended, is peculiarly 
happy, and was well calculated to excite feelings of sympathy 
in his favour. A French writer, describing the prince and his 
sister, after alluding to the opintoo of Plato, that '' the soul 
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frames its own habitatioD, and that beautiful souls make to 
themselves beautiful bodies/' says, " on both their counte- 
nances were divinely mingled the noble features and lineaments 
of the Stuart's and the D*£ste's, and beauty triumphed over 
both, with this only difference, that in him it was more strong 
and masculine, as becoming his sex ; in her more soft and ten- 
der, as suiting with hers; in both excellent and alike." Our 
bard's description of the young Prince has been much admired. 



' THE FAIR HILLS OF IRELAND. 

*' Sure/' says Spenser, " it is a most beautiful and sweet 
Country as any under Heaven/' " Once/* adds Johnson, 
" the seat of sanctity and learning." " A land," says our 
illustrious Grattan, *' for which God has done so much, and 
man so little." 

• ** This indeed is a Country worth fighting for," exclaimed 
William III. when the beauties of the Golden Vale, in Kil- 
kenny, burst on his astonished view ; *' and worlh defending," 
replied one of his veteran opposers, who happened to be pre- 
sent. Yet, with a pusillanimity wholly incompatible with the 
character of the brave, William poured down his weightiest 
vengeance on the heroic defenders of that very Country, for no 
other crime than acting on the principle, that it was worth 
fighting for. This was the grand political error which intailed 
incalculable evils on these Islands for more than half a century 
after. It strengthened Catholic France, and enervated Protes- 
tant England, the latter expending millions to uphold a tribe 
of reformed ascendency men in Ireland to oppresi the defence- 
less Catholics. With reference to William, I will not stain my 
page by noticing the secre/ services for the profligate grants of 
thia land '* worth fighting for," made by him to his Dutch 
fitvourites, although on that dark subject, some documents 

l2 
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might be adduced, as curious as any that Burnet had recourse 
to, when he wrote the suppressed passages of his history. — 
See Rmah*^ genuine Edition, Oxf. 1823. 

5 ** Have wrung reluctant praises from the fee." 
" Cursed be the laws which deprive me of such subjects/' 
cried George II. wheu he heard of the bravery of the Irish 
Catholic exiles at Fontenoy. This and a few other indications 
of humaue feeling in that Monarch for the political degradation 
of the Catholics of Ireland, induced one of their bards to 
attempt his praise in English, as follows. — 

5n^&h TYio chpoibhe my own King George, 

I'll toss off his health in a bumper at large. 

By the Cross of Saint Patrick he's so very civil. 

That the French and the Spaniards may go to the Devil. 

However ludicrous this Irish attempt at English versification 
may appear, yet the sentiment which it endeavours to convey b 
one that deserves the serious attention of our rulers. 



1 THE EXPULSION OF SHANE BUI. 

A sensible Scotch writer used to say, that if the composition 
of the songs of a country were left to him, he cared not who 
made its laws. Hence Lord Wharton boasted, that he rhymed 
King James out of Ireland by the old Williamite ballad 
Lilliburlero : and Bishop Percy noticing that song in his Re- 
liques of ancient English poetry, (where, by the bye, within the 
compass of a few lines, this Christian Divine found room for the 
hacknied terms ** furious papist, bigotted master, violence of 
his administration," &c.) quotes his brother prelate, Bishop 
King, to shew that it << contributed not a little to the great 
revolution of 1688!" The effects, real or fancied, thus 
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ascribed to these drog^el rhymes, (which were written by the 
author of the *' Irish Hudibras/') may enable the reader to 
form an idea of the influence which our Jacobite songs must 
have had on the people of Ireland. Clothed in the language 
of the Country, which was always regarded and still is cherish- 
ed with national enthusiasm, and addressed to the religious and 
political feelings of the multitude, these songs helped, in no 
small degree, to counteract the effects even of the penal laws. 
They were transmitted from sire to son, and imprinted on the 
memory with nearly the same degree of reverence as the doc- 
trines of Christianity. Hence the Catholics and I^rotestants 
were as much separated and prejudiced against each other in 
Ireland, as were the Israelites and Egyptians in Egypt, under 
the rule of Pharoah. 

The present song, which promised the expulsion of the sas- 
sanagh Shane Bui, was, for that reason, a general favourite. 
It is said to have been composed by Ellen Quilty, a fair 
Munster Lady, but this was probably a nom-de-guerre, 
assumed by some bard to avoid detection. 



1 JOHN ODWYER OF THE GLEN. 

Josephus, in the seventh book of the Jewish war, relates, that 
after the profanation of the Temple of Jerusalem by the 
Romans, the voices of Guardian Angels were heard in the 
dead of the night, crying out through its inmost recesses, 
MiT»6aiftffMr Emvdiy " let us depart hence." — So, in the seven- 
teenth century, when Ireland was subdued, more by clerical 
cabal and treachery, than by the arms of Cromwell, a similar 
cry was heard throughout the devoted land, from the brave, 
betrayed, and deserted Irish leaders, who until then had been 
the guardian spirits of the country. One of these was Colonel 
John O'Dwyer, a distinguished officer who commanded in the 
Counties of Waterford and Tipperary, in 1661, and soon after 
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embarked at the former port with 500 of his faithful followers 
for Spain.— Ort^Mi/ Jrigh Privy Council Baokj 1651 — 4. On 
the occasion of his departure the present fine ode was compoeed, 
and it has ever since continued a general fayourite, being well 
known in every part of Ireland. The air is an excellent speci- 
men of our plaintive music. The opening of the first stansa 
describes the peaceable state of the country before the troubles, 
when a portentous calm prevailed, like the silence of death, or the 
awful stillness which generally precedes a hurricane, or the bunt- 
ing of a volcano. The remainder of the stanza alludes to the 
ravages of the war. By the woman mourning over her geese, 
was meant Ireland lamenting her exiles, who were called 
3ei6h -pK^bh^^m " wild geese,'' because, like these birds "they 
flocked together in concert," and made their annual emigration 
for foreign shores. The cutting down of the woods indicated 
the downfall of the ancient families. By the playful goat» 
mentioned in the second stanza, I should suppose was meant 
some Irish nobleman or leader, or probably, the lascivious 
exiled King himself, Charles II. 

The description of the havoc by the enemy, and the desola- 
tion of the country, is throughout conceived in a high strain of 
poetical feeling. 

At the period to which this poem relates, the animosity of 
the English against their Irish fellow subjects had reached its 
greatest height. Before this time horrible acts of atrocity are, 
no doubt, recorded, but they were in general local, or confined 
for the most part to individual tyranny; but never until now 
was the whole population of England simultaneously arrayed 
in deadly enmity against the Irish. A plan was proposed in 
the English Cabinet, dooming *' the entire Irish race to exile or 
death, and Colonizing the Country with Jews. It was not 
humanity which checked this plan, but an apprehension that 
the chosen people of God would rival in commerce their 
Christian colleagues." — jRvsseff'f L^teri by Dukigg. This 
national frenzy was gradually and artfully excited by a few 
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defligDing meo, who afterwards ricbly profitted by this mad- 
Bess of the many. Amon^t other matters they represented the 
Irish as not entitled to the common rights of humanity ; that, 
in fact, like Nebuchodonozor, they partook of the nature of the 
beasts of the field, haying natural hoofs and horns like their 
master, the deyil; and that a tail was no uncommon ap|>endage 
to an Irishman's breech. The present generation will hardly 
believe, that stories like these were then received with implieit 
credit in England. In the poem of Hudibras we ar# told that 

t ails by nature sure were meant 
As well as beards, for ornament. 

To this passage there occurs, in Nash's edition of that poem, 
the following note. ** At Casbel, in the County of Tlpperaiy, 
in Carrick Patrick church, (the cathedral on the rock of 
Cashel,) stormed by Lord Inchiquin in the civil wars, there 
were near 700 put to the sword, and none saved but the Mayor's 
wife and his son. Among the slain of the Irish were found, 
when stripped, divers that had tails near a quarter of a yard 
long. Forty soldiers, who were eye-witnesses, testified the 
same upon their oaths."— It is to be regretted that the names of 
these forty eye-witnesses were not given, as it is not unlikely 
but some of them might be traced among the famous ghost de- 
positions of 1641, now carefully preserved in Trinity College, 
Dublin. Their evidence, however, with respect to the tails 
had all the effect that was proposed. It was as firmly believed 
by the vulgar English of that day, as Johanna Southcot's 
Shiloh is expected by many of the same class at the present 
Accordingly in the very year (1647) in which Cashel was 
stormed, a book was published in London, which ran through 
several editions, recommending the indiscriminate murder of the 
Irish, without mercy. The following extract from this horrid 
book has few parallels among the most sanguinary records of 
mankind. — ^* These IrUh, anciently called Anihopcj^agi^ 



152 NOTES. 

man-eaters: have a tradition among them, that when the Devili 
shewed our Saviour all the Kingdomes of the Earth and their 
glory, that he would not shew him Ireland, but reserved it for 
himself: it is probably true, for he hath kept it ever since for 
his own peculiar; the old Fox foresaw that it would eclipse 
the glory of all the rest : he thought it wisdom to keep it for a 
Boggards for himself, and all his unclean spirits employed in 
this Hemisphere, and the people, to doe his son and heire, I 
mean the Pope, that service for which Lewis the eleventh kept 
his barber OHver, which makes them so blood-thirsty. They 
are the very offall of men, Dregges of mankind, reproache of 
Christendome, the Bots that crawle on the Beasts taile. I 
wonder Rotne itself is not ashamed of them. 

" I begge upon my hands and knees, that the expedition 
against them may be undertaken while the hearts and hands of 
our soul-diery are hot, to whom I will be bold to say briefly : 
Happy is he that shall reward them as they have served us : 
and cursed be he that shall doe that work of the Lord negli- 
gently ! Cursed be he that holdeth bach his sword from Hood!!! 
yea, Cursed be he that maketh not his sword starhe drunh with 
Irish blood!!! that doth not recompense them double for their 
hellish treachery to the English ! that maketh them not heaps 
upon lieapsH and their Country a dweUing -place for Dragons, 
an astonishment to Nations ! Let not that eye look for pity, 
nor that hand to be spared, that pities or spares them ! and let 
him be accursed, that curseth them not bitterly!!!^' 

Within less than two years after this worse than Turkish 
manifesto, Cromwell landed in Ireland, with 10,000 men, all 
breathing slaughter. They soon made their swords '' starke 
drunk with Irish blood," and the awful results have been well 
described by our Bards. 

Ar« relief from thb appalling subject, I turn to our poem, of 
which I present the Irish reader with an additional stanza. 
There are many inferior verses current as part of it, but tlie 
following are, perhaps, among the best. — 
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6'6ly<^iiin-p 3aTiibhe, le mn&ibh bftei^sh 'r\^ -prme, 

'Y* rfi v®^PP '"^ ^<^P ^^ Thiiin^nnn, le b<^]t)tdibh mo Tn6<^p, 

Cop$inTi ^itiAmh tk^ Tsillmn, m 6he^)tTi<^ibh me bhe chjium- 

ne<^r, 
?lchc l^i5e<^Tin 60 plle<^6h mAji 6hituchb Ai[i ^r\ bh-^p^uit. — 
*^o%x it^vdi^^ imche<^chc, 'i* 5^11 n-bi^n 6AmhT<^ ^nllMbb, 
^0 6h<^ 3hAbh<^i|tiTi omicb, ipAypi^ibh me A'm bheisb, 
Xub mnAibh ^'^ux lembh ^3 ^u6 <^3irr <^iin iom<^6h, 
"pi^Sl^^^ibh me-p Kn c-yeils Aiji <^n <^ic <^c<^ Y&n. 



1 BESIDE THE SUIR. 

This fine River has been the theme of many a song. In the 
present allegorical poem the genius of Ireland appears on its 
banksy predicting ** in sweet accents" the coming of the 

** heiOy to sweep from the coast 
The mthless, false-hearted heretical host.'^ 

No liberal^ or well informed Protestant of the present day 
can be surprised at these strong expressions of the past, if 
he call to his recollection the cruel persecutions which the Irish 
suffered, and the sweeping confiscations of their estates since 
the days of Elizabeth. Until a recent period, arms and penal 
laws were the principal instruments of the Reformation in 
Ireland. With us it literally became the '' holy faith of Pike 
and Gun." Is it then to be wondered at that this faith made 
no progress in Ireland, or that the people have expressed 
themselves of it and its professors in the language of our poem ? 
Respect for the sacred name of religion and its ministers, of 
whatever denomination, here prevents serious developements, 
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from origiDal documents, on this subject, which would fully 
justify these expressions, and shew that they were not the result 
of bigotry, but were wrung from an oppressed and persecuted 
people. No such feeling, however, exists towards the unprin- 
cipled legislature that left these defenceless victims bound and 
prostrate at the mercy of their fanatical foes. The '' ferocious*' 
laws against* the Catholics of Ireland, so strikingly resemble 
those imposed by the Mahomedan Caliph Omar, on the Chris- 
tians of Jerusalem, when he captured that city in 637, that, if 
the spirit of persecution were not always the same^ it might be 
supposed that the Irish Parliament had the Moslem restrictions 
in view, when framing those laws. — See the History of the 
Turks for the following Articles, and the History of the Irish 
penal laws for more copious comments. 

1st. <' That the ChruHatu (Hibemic^ CkUkoiies) shall build no 
new churches, and that Ma^enu (Hib. ProiettoMU) shall be 
admitted into them at all times." 

[See the Irish Statute Book for similar restrictions. — ^The 
writer has frequently conversed with old people who 
attended the celebration of Divine Service, amid the 
ruins of monasteries and in lonely vailies and subter- 
raneous caverns; and during its performance, it was 
usual to place a watch on the next adjoining eminence, 
to give warning of the approach of the Priest and Mass- 
hunters.] 
tnd. ''They shall not prevent their children or friends from 
professing hiamism (Hib. Proteiianiitm) or read the Koran 
(Hib. Bible) themselves." 
[Even in the present year, 1827, a hot persecution is being 
carried on by high church landlords in many parts of 
Ireland, against the poor tenants, for not sending their 
ehildren to Protestant schools. —As to reading in any 
shape, the Catholics were effectually deprived of that 
advantage, for all education was denied them. — See the 
several Acts against Popish schoolmasters.] 
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drd. *'They shall erect no crosses on their d^rcku (Hib. 
chapelt) and only toll, not ring their bells/' 

[See the Irish Statute Book. — Crosses erected on Catholic 
chapels in Ireland have been repeatedly prostrated 
according to law. — As to ringing or toiHng bells, either 
was early prohibited, and wholly unknown until of late 
years.] 
4th. '' They shall not wear the Arab-dress, ride upon saddles, 

[The dress (Hib. rags) of the lower orders, (or according 
to their own phrase ** the poor slaves") in Ireland, has 
become proverbial for its wretchedness Their motly, 
and miserable appearance in this respect, once induced a 
witty foreigner to ask, if the English had not sent over 
all their old clothes to be worn by the Irish. — No Catho- 
lic dare ride a horse worth £5., and as for a saddle ^ that 
luxury was so rarely enjoyed, that its prohibition was 
considered altogether useless.] 
6th. ** They shall pay the highest deference to the Mussulmans 

(Hib. Protestants) and entertain all travellers for three days 

gratis." 

[As for Catholic deference to Protestants generally, from a 
single example disee omnia. — In the town of Oalway , 
the great majority of the Inhabitants was always Catholic, 
yet not one of them durst enter an open public building 
there, called the Exchange, with his hat on ; nay more, 
while in it, he should remain uncovered, in the presence of 
his bonneted Protestant neighbour, as an acknowledge 
ment of his deferenee to him, and of his respect for the 
" glorious" constitution. This degrading observance 
was strictly enforced, until James Daly (the grand- 
father of the present member of the name for that county, 
and who was himself a Protestant gentleman of consider- 
able influence in the town,) put an end to it. about the 
commencement of the last reign. He walked arm in arm. 
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througli the forbidden building, with a Catholic, who he 
insisted should be covered, at the same time declaring his 
determination to punish any insolent bigot, who, for the 
future, should attempt to enforce the above humiliating 
mark of distinction. The spirited conduct of that gentle- 
man, on this occasion, secured for him and his de- 
scendants the corporate influence in the town, and the 
parliamentary representation of the county ; and even to 
this day it is remembered by the Catholics with feelings of 
gratitude. —The remainder of the Moslem article is inap- 
plicable, for it was never necessary to enforce kMpUaUiy 
in Ireland, where even the poorest of the poor willingly 
share their little store with the travelling stranger and the 
distressed. But the tyranny exercised in this respect over 
such Catholics as were tuffered to reside in corporate 
towns, is worthy of remark. They were almost exclu- 
sively forced, under the hilittvug regulations, to. etUer^ 
tain the military, and it may be added graiis, for the 
pretended remuneration allowed them, generally proved 
nominal.] 
0th. "They shall not sell wine or any intoxicating liquor." — 
7th. " They shall pay a capitation tax, of two dinars each, 
submit to an annual tribute, and become subjects of the 
caliph." 

Comment on these last, and only remaining articles, is omitted, 
to introduce the concessions made by the Mahomedan Chief, in 
return for the above restrictions. — *' The Christians shall be 
protected and secured both in their laws and fortunes; and 
their churches shall neither be pulled down or made use 
of by any but themselves." — In vain do we seek for con- 
cessions like these to the unfortunate Irish Catholics. Such 
lenity was too much for them even to expect at the hands of 
their fellow Christians, and they were content, if barely suffered 
to exist May it not therefore be asserted, that the Moslem 
rulers of the seventh century, have been more observant of the 
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dictates of justice and humanity, and approached nearer in 
their practice to the divine maxims of the Christian fedth, 
than the Irish Parliament of the eighteenth. The remain- 
der of this appalling picture is left to the imagination of the 
reader : — but it should never be forgotten that the Christian of 
Jerusalem, in imitation of his Divine Master, freely forgave his 
enemies and prayed for them. To the Irish Catholic we would 
say, *' Go thou and dp likewise." — ^The day of persecution has 
gone by, and a hope remains (notwithstanding some cAtmerioa/ 
reformation endeavours now in progress,) that the mild spirit 
of the gospel may at length revisit this island, and that the 
people of all religious denominations, without distinction of 
sect or party, may finally forget their differences, and cordially 
unite in promoting the prosperity of the Country, and uphold- 
ing the glory of the Empire. 

To return to our poem, I find it was composed by Owen 
O'Sullivan, a Munster bard, who died at Knockanure, in the 
County of Kerry, about the year 1784. He has indulged 
much in compound epithets of which the Irish language is so 
capable, but of which it was found impossible to convey any 
idea in an English version. This may account to the reader for 
the apparent disproportion in length between the translation 
and the original. 



ON THE DOWNFALL OF THE GAEL. 

1 Fearflatha O'Gnive, the author of this ode, was family 
OUamh, or poet laureat of the O'Nials of Claneboy, and he 
formed one of the train of the celebrated Shane a Diomas, 
(or the proud) O'Nial, prince of Ulster, who vbited the court 
of Elizabeth, in 1662. Camden describes O'Nial's appearance 
on that occasion, and tells us, " the Londoners marvelled much 
at the strange sight." He was attended by Mac Sweeny the 
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Captain of hia guard, Mac Caffiy hia hereditary ataadard 
bearer, O'Galtagher hia Marshal, G^Onive hia poet, and several 
other officers. The O'Gnives continued hereditary poets of 
Tyrone far a long period. In 1679, Lhuyd mentions the then 
bard of the name, from whom he informs us, he acquired an 
ancient Irish wMng.—St&we Cat VoL 1, p. 39. — In O'Conor's 
Dissertationa will be found an £Dglish prose translation of part 
of the present poem. The original was addressed principally 
to the Native Chieftains, whoee tottering and degraded state, 
and horrible persecutions during the reign of Elizabeth, are so 
powerfully portrayed. O'Gnive may be considered as the 
Tyrtsna not only of Ulster, but of Ireland. His poems^ 
particularly the preaent, had no small influence in exciting 
O'Niai to carry fire and sword through the North, and rousing 
the ancient Irish nobility to arms against their opprrasors in 
the other parts of the kingdom. 

* ** The ward went forth.** 



The proclamationa of the Lord Justice Sussex, in 1563, 
against the Catholic Clergy, and to compel the people, under 
heavy fiaea, to frequent the new reformation service, are 
here alluded to. Of all the HMasures ever adopted, and there 
were many, to alienate the minds of the Irish from the English 
government, this pious solicitude for the safety of their souls, 
alwaya proved the most effectual. Our ancestors, it seems, 
wished to go to heaven their own way, but that would not be 
permitted. The queen declared herself paramount over the souls 
of the Irish as well as their bodies, and this prerogative has been 
sinea stiffly maintained, formerly by the sword, and afterwards 
by penal laws, even to the present day. In the commence- 
mant of the reign of James the first, the principal charge 
brought against a refractory Irishman in Cork was, that ** hQ 
awore an othe not to be governed by any Kinge, but such aa 
should give him the libertie of his conscience.'' — Orig. M& m 
ih$ Librmy of the Aoyoi hith Acadetmf, DubMm. 
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* ^ An kiomr may tome* * ' ■ 
So odious did the aeitkn reader themaelf es on every occa- 
fioQ Co the Irish, that, in process of time» all distinction was 
lost between an £nglishman and an enemy. In fact the terms 
became synonymous. The people exulted in the misfortunes 
of England, and its destruction, or downfall, was always looked 
forward to with a hope which consoled them under every afflic- 
tion. This forced, but justifiable feeling, was carefully kept 
alive by the bards. The following stanza, b one out of thou- 
sands which might be produced to that effect. — 

bo chpe<(T5^i|t ^ rA%h<^l it r**&^ ^^i 5^«ch nn^i ym6A^ 
^U^T^ji^TiTi, Ye^x^p, 't An mheb ym ^ bhibh tiA b-pKipc ; 
CA 6j[\ ce^mhAip n<C ^p^p, <^'t feuch <Cn qtoibhe m^p cA, 
^*X ^^ T^cr^n<^5h |:&i 60 b-^peibip 50 inpi^i3^% bi^T* 

The world subdued— like ehaff before the blast 
The host of Cttsar — Alexander — past, — 
Proud Tarah's site is green — and Troy's in dust, 
And England's hour may cmne — remembering, trust. 

« '' The pUmgk hoik pamdeoickhMowednwMMd, 
Where tage$ weighed a natum*$ righi** 
This passage is explained by the following extract, taken 
from an. Irish Privy Couocil Book of Queen Elizabeth, pre- 
served in Dublin Castle. — '' Articles betwixt the CouaseU of 
Ireland and Sir John O'Reyley, knt. of the co. of Cavan^ coo^ 
monly called the Breney, alias O'Reilie's countrie, the 28th of 
Ang. m the 35th year of thft Queen's reign. — ^Item, he shall- 
not assemble the Queen's people upon hills, or use any Iraghtes 
or parlea upon hills. — He shall not keepe any Irish Brahons, or 
suffer the Irish Brahon's lawes to be used within his countrie* 
-^He shall not take Earyekes or reoompences for murther or 
killinge, or suffer any other under him lo take the like.-- He 
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shall not give comberick to any gent, or Lordes' men, children 
or brethem that shall happen to offend against the Queen's 
lawes. — He shall not levy any black rent. — He shall not use, 
ne keepe within his house, any Irishe Harde, Carroghe or 
Rymor, but to the uttermost of his power help to remove them 
from his countrie.'''- JVom the oriff. MS. A. D. 1584. 
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A century after this period, Lawrence boasted, that Ireland 
might be called west England. The statement was, however, 
fallacious. It is not so yet, and unless the policy materially 
change, ages may roll round before it can be so. Ireland has 
been rendered a paralyzed limb on the empire, but sufficient 
nerve remains, by which, in some frenzied or convulsive mo- 
ment, it may inflict a sudden and deadly wound on the body 
which it ought to protect, support, and adorn. May this awful 
truth sink deep in the minds of those who have it yet in their 
power to avert so dreadful a retribution. 

* *' Banha no more her tans can trace 

InfaiUng heart and feeble handJ" 
The atrocities committed by the English in Ireland, in the reign 
of Elizabeth, are frequently alluded to by our bards and histo- 
rians, but the descriptions in most are too general, because the 
acts were too numerous to admit of particular detail. ** When,'' 
says our distinguished countryman, Curran, (whose talented 
Son's translations enrich these volumes,) *' you endeavour to 
convey an idea of a great number of barbarians, practising a 
great variety of cruelties upon an incalculable multitude of 
sufferers, nothing defined or specific finds its way to the heart, 
nor is any sentiment excited save that of a general erratic un- 
appropriated commiseration.'' For the purpose therefore of 
conveying a definite idea of the actions, described in general 
terms in our poem, a single instance out of many which might 
be collected, may suffice. — 
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Francis Cosby, a person of slender fortune in England, be- 
took himself to Ireland as an adventurer, in the reign of Queen 
Mary. He directed his course to the territory of Leiz, recently 
converted into Shire-ground by the name of the Queen's 
County, and the scene of the horrid massacre of Mullamast. 
Having recommended himself to the attention of the chief 
governor, he was, by patent dated 10 Sept. 1558, appointed 
** general'* of the " Kerne,** as the then police was called, 
after the ancient Irish foot^soldiers. Of these, '< General" 
Cosby had 32 under his immediate command, and with their 
assistance, he performed prodigies of valour \gainst the de« 
fenceless natives, on whom he was authorized to exercise 
Martial law, and inflict capital punishment, at pleasure. The 
gallows became his favourite implement of death, as the 
cheapest mode of despatching the surrounding proprietory, and 
he, accordingly, had one erected near his house in the neigh- 
bourhood of Stradbally Abbey, upon a spot, to this day called 
Gallows-hill. Here he kept up a continual scene of execution 
for many years, hanging the people in numbers, and not unfre- 
quently suspending them alive in chains, with loaves of bread 
placed before them, in order to render their death more painful. ^ 
These necessary severities, as they were called, became a sure 
passport to the further favourable notice of government ; and Sir 
Henry Sydney, Lord Deputy, in his State papers, reported, that 
it was needless to make Leix Shire-ground, so great and succes»^ 
ful was the care of Francis Cosby and some others, in preserving 
the public tranquillity; but the Deputy might have added, 
in the quaint pedantry of his day, ubi solitudinem fgciunt 
tranquillitatem appellant. The tranquillizer, however, was 
richly rewarded for his ** zeal and services against the Irish,** 
by several grants of lands in the new Shire-ground, made to 
him and his wife, Elizabeth Palmes, by the Queen. Having 
reached the age of 70 years, he was at length slain by the 
natives, in a battle of which Camden gives the following 
account, in his life of Queen Elizabeth.—" When Arthur, 

VOL. II. M 
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Lord Grey, landed in Ireland to take posseasion of the lieu- 
tenancy, before he received the sword and other in«gnia of bis 
office, hearing that some rebels, under the command of Fitz- 
Eustaoe and Phelim Mac Hugh, prince of the numerous family 
of the O'Birnes, were committiBg great outrages and had their 
retreat at Olandillough, 26 miles south of Dublin, to strike 
greater terror by a vigorous beginning, he commanded the 
leaden of the band, who came from every quarter to salute 
him on his arrival, to collect a body of troops, and go along 
with him against the rebels, who immediately. retreated into 
Glandillougfa. Glandillough is a grassy valley, fit for feeding 
sheep, but a great paist of it marshy, with many rocky precipices 
and surrounded with thick' shrubby woods, so that the padis 
and passes are scarce known even to the inhabitants. When 
the army came to this place, Cosby, general of the light Irish 
foot, which are called Kernes, who was thoroughly acquainted 
with the place, apprised the rest of the leaders how very dan- 
gerous it would be to attack them in that valley, so fit for 
ambuscades; nevertheless he expected them with the moot 
manly courage to dare the danger, and immediately, although 
he was above 70 years old, rushed forward with the rest of 
them. The instant they entered the valley they were over* 
whelmed with a shower of arrows like hail, from the rebek, 
who were hid in every side among the thickets, so that they 
could not even see them. The greater part fell, and the re* 
mainder struggling through the most difficult paths on the pre- 
cipices, with difficulty escaped to the Lord- lieutenant, who 
waited for the event on the top of the hill, together with the 
Earl of Kildare, and Wingfield, engineer general, who, well 
knowing the danger, kept one of his nephews, George Carew 
with him, against his will, reserving him for still greater honors. 
There were lost in this attack, Peter Carew the younger, 
George Moore, Audley, and Cosby himself, a man flourishing 
in military glory." 

Francis Cosby left three sons, Henry who died in England, 
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Arnold who was executed in 1590, for killing Lord Bourke 
of Castleconnell, and Alexander* who succeeded his father and 
trod in his footsteps^ but particularly in his mode of tranquilli- 
2ing the Irish. Tradition relates^ that he used to hang them 
in groups, on a large willow tree, near the Abbey of Stradbally ; 
and he is said to have had a common expression, that his 
Sallow appeared melancholy and unfurnished, whenever it was 
without one or more of the Irish hanging on its boughs. This 
circumstance gave rise to the surname Saileioge, or, of the 
Sallow, which the country, through reproach, bestowed on him 
and his descendants. For these and other acts of ** necessary 
severity/' he was at length obliged to sue out a pardon, or patent 
of Indemnity, which is dated the 6th of Dec. 1593. This 
was one of the legal indulgences for crime, which were 
readily obtained, at small pecuniary fines, for the most atro- 
cious acts against the Irish; but for offences, even of a trivial 
nature against tlie English, it was both difficult and ex* 
pensive to procure them. Not long after, however^ Alexander 
Cosby fell in battle, and like his father was suddenly summoned 
to account before another tribunal. In the year 1696, Owny 
tf ae Rory O'More, Chieftain of Leix, demanded a passage 
for his men over Stradbally bridge, and the request, being consi- 
dered as a formal challenge to fight, was refused. On the 19th 
of May, Cosby hearing that the C Mores were on the march, 
headed his kerne, and proceeded to defend the bridge, taking 
with him his eldest son Francis, who was married a year before 
to Helena Harpole of Shrule, by whom he had a son, William, 
bom but nine weeks before this fatal battle of the bridge. 
Dorcas Sydney, (for she would never allow herself to be called 
Cosby,) and her daughter-in-law, placed themselves at a 



* He married Dorcas Sydney, a relation of the Lord Deputy, and so numer- 
ous were the grants of land obtained by him and bis Father, from the 28th of 
Feb. 1562, when the latter got the suppressed religious house of Stradballye, 
that they at one time possessed half the Queen's County and a Township over. — 
Tkis narrative it taken from an orig> MS, of ike laU Admiral Coihy, 
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window of the abbey to see (he fight, and for some time beheld 
their husbands bravely maintaining their ground. At length 
Alexander Cosby, as he was pressing forward, was shot, and 
dropped down dead. Upon this his kerne with melancholy and 
mournful outcries began to give way; and Francis Cosby 
the son^ apprehensiTe of being abandoned, endeavoured to 
save himself by leaping over the bridge, but -the moment he 
cleared the battlements he was also shot, and fell dead into the 
river. This, as might be supposed, must have been a shock* 
ing scene to the widowed ladies, who beheld the entire from the 
Abbey ; yet it is recorded, that Helena Cosby, with the coolest 
presence of mind, addressed herself to Dorcas Sydney, saying, 
^ Remember, mother, that my father was shot before my 
husband, and therefore the latter was the legal possessor of the 
estiite, and consequently I «m entitled to my thirds or dowry.'' 
The Cosby party being entirely Touted, O'More ransacked 
the Abbey, but conveyed the infant and widows to a place 
of safety. Queen Elizabeth granted pensions to the latter in 
consequence of their husband's laudable services, and the 
O'Mores having been declared traitors, their estates were con- 
fiscated. The feuds, however, between them and the Cosbies 
still raged with violence. The infant having died, Kichard 
Cosby succeeded to the Estate, and became leader of the kerqe. 
Eager to revenge the deaths of his father -and brother, he 
challenged the O'Mores to fight a pitched battle. They met 
in 1000, in the glen of Aghnahely, under the rock of Dunamase, 
and the engagement was the most bloody ever fought between 
these rivals. After a long and doubtful conflict, fortune de* 
blared in favor of Cosby. The O'Mores were defeated with 
considerable loss, and seventeen of the principal of the clan 
lay dead on the field. The revolutions of the seventeenth 
century completed the destruction of the O'Mores, but con- 
firmed the Cosby family in its possessions. 

The foregoing is a single picture, intended to convey an idea 
of the general practices of the English in Ireland, and of the 
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sanguinary struggles which subsisted between them and the 
natives, in every part of the Island, for centuries. The Cosbies 
fought bravely in defence of the possessions they acquired, 
and, so far, they deserved them ; but other settlers resorted to 
very different modes of aggrandizement, in this ill-fated land of 
adventure. Amongst these,. Richard Boyle, better known by 
the name of the *' great earl of Cork," stands eminently con- 
spicuous. From an obscure adventurer, this man gradually 
became the most powerful individual in Ireland, and it is re- 
lated, that Cromwell, a kindred spirit, when he visited Munster, 
declared that if there had been an earl of Cork in each of the 
provinces, there would have been no rebellion; perhaps, it might 
be added, because there would have been but few or none left 
to complain. The world is already acquainted with Boyle's 
story, or with such parts of it as his partial biographers, or eulo- 
gists rather, thought proper to communicate; but his true cha- 
racter has been studiously concealed. The following extract 
from a letter* written by him from his mansion at Youghal, to 
the Earl of Warwick, on 26th Feb. 1641, may serve, for so 
much, to shew him in his true colours. — '* But to return to 
Ireland wherein my fortune lyes, and wherein I have eaten the 
most parte of my bread for these last 54 years, and have made it 
a great parte of my study to understand this kingdome and 
people, in their owne true essence and natures ; I doe beseech 
your lordshipp, beleeve this great truth from me, that there is 
not many, (nay I may more truely say,) very few or none, that 
is a native of Ireland, and of the Romish religion, but he is 
either publiquely in this action, or privately in hb heart, an 
assistant or welwisher unto it, for this rebellion hath infected 
all of them, and the contagion, thereof, is dispersed throughout 
the kingdome, and as the poyson is generall, soe hath his ma- 
jesty and the parliament a fitt opportunttie offered them, for 
these their treasons to roote the popish partie of the natives out 



* Preserved in the Library of the Royal Irish Academy, Dublin. 
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of the kingdomey and to plant it with Enghsh proieitmtM, for 
soe long as English and Irish Protestaots and Papists live heer» 
intermingled together, wee can never have firme and assured 
peace, and his Majestie may now justly interest himselfe in ail 
their lands and confiscations, and have roome enough to plant 
this kingdome with new English, which will raise him a great 
revenue, and secure the kingdome to the crowne of England » 
whidk it will never be bo long as these Irieh papists have as^ 
land here, or are suffered to live therein. For admiU, there be 
but now 200,000 Irish papists in actual rebellion, which I con- 
ceive to be the least number that they are, it must not be the 
worke of a second conquest, to proceed slowly and sparingly, 
but roundly and really with plentiful provisions of all kynde to 
support a warre, I assure your lordship it infinitely .eomfocts.ail 
us good subjects, that his Majesty hath been graciously pleased, 
now at the last, to issue proclamations from thence, whereby 
the rebells, with their abbettors, adherents and releivers, are 
proclaimed Traytors; and yf it would please his Majesty, with 
assent of parliament, to cause an Act presently to be passed 
there, to attainte them all of high treason and to confiscate their 
lands and estates, to the Crowne, it would utterly dishearten 
them, and encourage the English to serve couragiously against 
them, in hope to be settled in the lands of them theg sAotf kill or 
otherwise destroy. Yf your lordshipp thinke it fitt to commu- 
nicate this, my undigested proposition, to Mr. Pym, Mr. 
Hambden, Mr. Strowde, and such other prime and active 
men of the house of Commons as you shall thinke fittest, and 
that your lordshipp and they doe relish it, I would gladly upon 
notice thereof, yf soe required, reduce my conceipts herein, to a 
more perfect declaration and exacter method." — Such was the 
horrible proposition of this hoary monster, not the destruction 
of a single clan or district, as was afterwards carried into exe- 
cution in Scotland, but the indiscriminate extirpation of an 
entire people, among whom he << had eaten the most part of his 
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bread for 54 years f*' Oh ! calumniated Prince of Orange, 
comparatively pusillanimous exterminator, who, after this, will 
think thee worth noticing as the pigmy murderer of Glenco ? 
It is time that posterity should do justice, and that the memory 
of this infamous earl should, at length, be consigned to the 
eternal immitigable execration of mankind. It avails but little 
as to his exculpation, that the hideous project was not then 
realized. In England it was unattended to, because there they 
were otherwise employed. In Ireland, however, he pressed it on 
the Lord's justices, and they, particularly, the notorious Parsons, 
proceeded far towards carrying it into execution. This appears 
from a letter of the latter to the exeorable proposer, dated, 
Dublin, 20th June, 1643, wherein he telk him, ** lam ofyavar 
mind that a tkoraw dutmctitm mutt be made, before we can 
settle upon a safe peace. I pray you spare none, but indict 
all of quality or estate. We have done so hereabouts to many 
thousands, and have already executed some." * — I shall add 
BO more. The soul sickens at these dreadful recitals,, which 
not even the sanguinary archives of the Turk can equal. 
Sufficient, however, has been given to shew, that there was abun- 
dant cause for the feelings and expression^ of the Minstrels, 
who mourned over the afflictions of their native land. 

The Reformation, and its offspring, the Gunpowder Plot, were 
sources of innumerable evils to Ireland. The latter, particu- 
larly, arrayed the people against each other, and originated 
those violent feelings of hatred and animosity in the Protestant 
mind, against the Catholics, which, even yet, are not entirely 
allayed. But that this was a Protestant and not a Popish 
plot, few well informed persons of the present day entertain the 
slightest doubt. From a careful inspection of all the original 
documents connected with this dark transaction, preserved in 
the State Paper Office, London, and without reference to any 



* This Letter is also preserved in the same Library. 
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other source or circumstaiice whatefer, I do declare it to be 
my solemn cooTiction that the entire was planned and con- 
ducted, from beginning to end, by Cecil, Secretary of State to 
James the first. I do not intend here to enter into the particu- 
lars which led me to this conclusion, nor, indeed, is this the 
place for so doing. One only document, therefore, I shall 
notice, and that is the official report drawn up by Levinus 
M oncke, and throughout corrected by his master the Secretary, 
in his own hand-writing.^ When perusing this elaborate state- 
ment, it appeared to me, that certain passag-es could not haye 
be3n expunged, or particular interlined amendments made by 
Cecil, if he had not been well acquainted with the plot before 
the deliyery of the letter to Lord Monteagle. If Doctor 
Lingard, perhaps the ablest of England's Historians, had per- 
sonally inspected these papers, he probably would haye been 
more decided in hb account of this horrid Anti-Catholic 
conspiracy. 

In concluding the few desultory obseryatious, which haye 
been considered necessary to explain some passages in thd pre- 
sent part of this collection, I may be permitted to add, that they 
were undertaken with reluctance, and are ended without regret. 
Ungrateful, indeed, must haye been the task, to turn oyer the 
crimsoi ed annals of a people, whose calamities haye classed 
Uiem mongst the most persecuted of mankind. One great 
consolation, howeyer, was afforded, by the reflection that the 
day of persecution has passed away; that the children of the 
tyrant and the slave, the oppressor and the oppressed, now 
mingle, without distinction, in the groat mass of society ; and 



* Another paper, ia the hand-writing of the King, (directing certain queries 
to be put to John Johnson, alias Guy Fawkes,) deseives attention, as a curious 
record of the craelty and pedantry of that weak and worthless Monarch. Ir 
thus concludes, *< If he will not otherwise confesse, the gentler tortures are to 
be first applied unto him, et sic, per gradus, ad ima tenditur, and so God 
speed your good work. V'^Fnm the orig. MS, 
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that the angry passions which formerly raged with Tiolence, 
are generally and rapidly declining. May no untoward circum- 
stance occur to interrupt this happy procedure; and^ in the 
language of one of our modem bards, — 

** May Erin's sons, of CTery caste, 
Be Irishmen, from first to last, 
Nor name or creed diyide them." 



PART IV. 



ODES, ELEGIES, &c. 



The Bards of Ireland have displayed a genius worthy of 
any age or nation. 

Diuertatim conoeming the Poemt of Oman. 



ODES, ELEGIES, &c. 



-" paul6 majora canamus.' 



None of the Northern Nations of Europe can produce such 
ancient, authentic and valuable poetic remains, as Ireland. 
The influence which this divine art has ever exercised over the 
human mind, hath been early felt and long acknowledged in this 
Island, and even at the present day its force is far from being 
extinguished. Though the preceding parts of our collection 
have been chiefly confined to l3rric song, particularly of the 
class usually adapted to music, yet it will be found that the 
Irish language abounds with productions of native genius, and 
is rich in every department of poetry, from the pointed epigram, 
to the majestic epic. That the ancient Irish possessed several 
heroic poems, before the incursions of the Danes, is manifest 
from many fragments yet remaining; and, that they bad Homer's 
works, or at least the Books of the Iliad, translated, there is 
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reason to conclude from extracts, still extant** This class, how- 
ever, does not fall within the scope of these few preliminary 
remarks, as no specimen of that higher order of national poetry- 
is given; but having been incidentally mentioned, it may be 
permitted to observe, that the best informed and most liberal 
Scottish writers, seem at length inclined to admit, that Mac- 
pherson's long contested '* Poems of Ossian," are principally 
founded on Irish metrical remains, which, like our music, had 
long been common to both countries, until exclusively claimed 
by Scotland in the last century. The names of the persons and 
places contained in these elegant productions, and the scenery 
which they throughout describe, clearly indicate the country of 
their origin. In Ireland they have been recited and sung for 
centuries, under the general name of Finian poems, Ftft, (father 
of the bard Oisin, the Fingal of Macpherson's Ossian,) being 
the principal hero; and not only are they repeated, from memory. 



* Our countryman, Scotus, translated Dionysius the Areopagite from Greek, 
in the eighth century. — Usher, Sylhge, — In a large Irish Medical treatise, 
written on ▼ellum, and bearing the date, 1303, in the writer's collection of Irish 
MSS. Homer*8 beautiful description of the rising morn, "Hjuio; Vn^iynua Oavq 
*^ioia%Tv\oi Hwf, is thus translated — ^7lft ch^b-bhlo|3<^bh Tl<^ 

coTnh<^oi|i<!^ch inshe^^n ji^Tf-mh^^^p^^ch nd m^^ibne — I have 

somewhere found the well known line, bH ^aTuanf oraga ^Tva voXi/fXo<0-.Boio 
^a\iur<rnc, not inadequately rendered — ')fhiubh<^ll fe 50 Cltlin <^lfl 
chlliTTlh^iy r\\ V^ipSe CO|Hl^n^ch cpom. — There is also in the same 
collection an old mutilated copy of a translation of the works of Theocritus, with 
the exception of a few of the latter IdyHiums, into Irish verse. The curious 
medical volume alluded to, was purchased by Garret earl of Kildare, in 1500, 
he being then Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, for 20 live cows. — Memorand. in Ubfor 
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by the people in Tarious parts of the ooantry, hut they are also 
found in numerous manuscripts of considerable antiquity. 

But the honorable task of illustrating these national poems, 
and of developing their beauties, seems reserved for some 
favoured individual in whom the genius of the Poet shall be 
combined with a knowledge of the antiquities and languages of 
these islands. From one possessing thorie requiffltes much may 
be anticipated. He will be enabled to dispel the mist in which 
these relics have been so long en^reloped, and point out the 
native country of the Bard of the West, to the satisfoction of 
the world. It is not improbable but he may also discover, thAt 
the narrative pieces, which resemble so many separate episodes, 
are but scattered fragments of a regular Epic, which at some 
remote period was perfect and entire. — In any event, it must be 
conceded that these heroic remains, stamp a high poetic character 
on the ancient muse of Ireland. 

Her claim, however, to that character does not depend on these 
alone, uor on any single class of poetical composition. In that, 
for example, of Historical poetry, which I rank next to the Epic, 
there are several valuable specimens,* on the more ancient of 



* Mr. Pinkerton, in his History of Scotland, Vol. ii. p. 92, bears ample 
testimony to their high aathority* In a letter written by him to the late Bishop 
Percy, in 1786, (the original now lies before me,) after alluding to the Irish 
poem, afterwards mentioned in his work, he says, " of all ^ur (i. c. the Scotch,) 
historical monuments, this is the most ancient, and of the first importance to our 
early history ; and it would be a high hyowt to the whole Scotishi.nation^if any 
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which, OUT early history mainly depends. With this fact 
before us, what opinion must we form of those writers of the last 
century, Harru^ Beaufordy Campbell^ Ledwick, and others, to 
whom the language of these poems was unknown, and yet who 
dogmatized so magisterially on bur national history? It is re- 
markable that the last of these, in his sceptical volume, never 
even alludes to Irish poetry. Many fine historical poems have 
been composed since the Anglo-Norman Invasion, but they are 
mostly descriptive of the disasters and oppressions of the country, 
or contain constant allusions to the manifold afflictions, with 
which it has been visited, since that memorable period. Hence 
they are genendly of a melancholy cast, and present a mixture 
of Historic truth and elegiac woe, perhaps peculiar to the poetry 
of this ill-treated land. Several of these poems, which might. 



copy of that chionicle/' (i. e. the poem,) '< could be procured, for 0*Flaherty 
speaks as if diflferent coines were extant. I cannot too earnestly entreat your 
lordship to use every application to procure so valuable a national record, which 
all our antiquaries so earnestly wish to see."— These were the ** antiquaries," 
who after impugning every point of Irish History, were at length obliged to resort 
to Ireland, for documents to support their own.— Pinkerton proceeds. ** Depend 
on it, my Lord, that I am a stranger to that UttU invidiam tpirity vhieh ammata 
mo$t Seattiih antiquaritt against the antiquities of that noble island, and worthy 
sister of Britain, in which you now dwell."— Or%. Lttter, — It were to be wished 
that this creditable feeling had been more general ; but our countrymen may be 
assured that their early history, poetry and antiquities, have suBfered no injuiy 
from that ** little invidious spirit which animated," not only Scottish but also 
English writers of almost every class, during the last century, even from the 
elegant but unfaithful historian, Hume, down to the wretched tourist, Twiss. They 
were too firmly fixed on the immutable basis of truth to be shaken by assailants 
whose woiks are now almost entirely forgotten ; while the vestigia veritatis which 
they assailed, will remain to the end of time, imperishable monuments of the 
character, genius and learning of ancient Ireland. 
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with propriety » be termed Political or Historical elegies, are 
extant. One of the most popular concludes this volume. 

Allied to the heroic poem is the RoMg Catha or ancient War 
ode, and of this species of Bardic composition, there are several 
remnants of uncommon spirit and beauty interspersed through- 
out our mouldering manuscripts. The sublime, and also what 
may be termed the lesser, ode, frequently occur; and the names 
of AmergvUf Ferceirine, Toma^ DaUan, Maoimcre and other 
bards, who flourished long anterior to the tenth century, are 
found in our neglected volumes, prefixed to lyrical pieces which 
would do honor to the literary character of any country. In the 
department of divine poetry, there are numerous authors, but the 
sacred odes and hymns of Dcnogh (yDafy, abbot of Boyle in 
the thirteenth century, merit especial notice. He was the most 
distingubhed Irish poet from the arrival of the English to his own 
time, and was called the Ovid of Ireland, from the sweetly 
flowing melody of his verse. Like Pnidentius, to whom, how- 
ever, he was much superior, he confined his muse to sacred 
subjects, and conveyed the sublime truths and moral maxims of 
Religion in the fascinating language of poetry. — Many of his 
hymns, are, to this day, repeated from memory, in several parts 
of Ireland. Were a comparison to be instituted between him 
and any English poet, it should be with the celebrated author 
of the *• Night Thouflrhts," whom, in piety, genius and learning, 
he appears to have resembled. The publication of the poems 
of our venerable abbot, would prove an acceptable and valuable 
present to the Irish people. 

VOL. II. N 
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In the rich, but imperfectly explored, mine of Irish poetry, 
which teems with brilliant gems of national genius, the elegiac 
vein is that most likely to attract and reward attention. The 
mildly chastened and exquisitely tender specimens of this capti- 
vating species of poetry are innumerable. The feelings of a 
people, broken down by long ages of oppression, and the sweetly 
expressive language of the land, were alike fieiyourable to the 
elegiac muse* Hence the manifold compoutions of this class, 
which are met ^ith, in every variety of form, and on every 
subject, from the melting strains of disappointed love, to the 
mournful plaint of the patriot bard, lamenting, like Jeremiah, 
over the fiBillen fortunes of his country. In tender expression 
of natural feeling, Irish elegy stands unrivalled. The soliloquy 
of Drt/rof^, over the grave of his brother, Argmkor, beginning — 

f e^^jic Tfeijice mo chiioibhe -puibb Ik^s chu ^jismboip ! 
Ce5 5le66b<^ch mo jtoT3 chu, 6. bhe^tibh|i<^ch<^i)t. 

conveys to my mind an idea of desolating grief, which I never 
felt from any composition, in any other language with which I 
am acquainted. The exquisite touches of nature in these elegies 
forcibly display the poetic genius of those noble old bards, 
whose names are now wrapped up in eternal oblivion. Their 
language was favourable to their conceptions. It enabled them 
to pour forth the feelings of their souls, with all the delicacy 
of pathetic expression, which so peculiarly marks these compo- 
sitions. Among the elegies contained in the present collection, 
those of the bard Mac Liag, after the fall of his Royal Master, 
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will be ready with some degree of interest^ at least in Ireland. 
Many of the others will be found to contain no small share of 
poetic excellence. The soliloquy of CoUin$ amid the ruins of 
Timoleague abbey^ has been deservedly admired. It is one of 
the most pathetic pieces in our language, on the solemn subject 
which it so feelingly describes; and, in the opinion of some 
competent judges, is not unworthy of a place near Gray's well 
known Elegy. The genius of Collins bean a strong resem- 
blance to that of his celebrated English namesake. The His- 
torical elegy, also, with which this volume terminates, contains 
many beauties, but the author I have not been able to discover. 
It is entitled '* The Vision/' and is supposed to have been 
delivered over the graves of the celebrated O'Nial of Tyrone, 
and CVDonnell of Tyrconnell, who rendered themselves so 
formidable to the English Government in the reign of Elizabeth. 
After a short view of the oppressions which the Irish suffered 
Hiom the commencement of the Reformation, in the time of 
Henry the eighth, to the breaking out of the civil commotions 
in 1641, the poet proceeds more minutely to detail the gallant 
exploits of his countrymen, and the disastrous occurrences which 
took place in Ireland after that eventful period. A production 
so curious and so interesting cannot but command the attention, 
and awaken the sympathies of the descendants of those whose 
actions are so well described, and whose fall is so eloquently 
mourned. The translation of this poem by my gifted young 
friend Mr. Curran,* will be found true to the spirit and 



* The readiness with which this gentleman has contributed his talenU to forward 

N 2 
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meaBing of the original. It is pervaded by the same fervencj 
of national feeling which animated and distinguished the 
patriot bard. 

In the pastoral walk, the remains of our ancient rural poets 
hare been already noticed. In these compositions nature alone 
was studied, and in her simple and unaffected language they 
spoke directly to the heart. Some sweet passages of this descrip- 
tion will be found throughout these volumes. Here it may be 
observed that in general these poems abound more in the districts 
where pastoral life lingered longest, than in the other parts of 
the Island. With respect to Uie satiric muse, it is, on the other 
hand^ remarkable that it prevailed chiefly in those parts, which 
were most exposed to the visitations of the English, or which 
lay contiguous to the places where they originally settled. 
Angug na naor, or the satirist, and Teigedall, cotemponury bards, 
in the time of Elizabeth, have acquired much celebrity among 
their countrymen for their talents in this line; and their works. 



this wock, is entitled to my most grateful acknowledgments. As far as these 
unassuming pages shall reach, they may connect his name with our native 
literature, but that name requires not their feeble aid to extend or perpetuate ita 
honors. It is already interwoven with the brightest recollections of Ireland — 
with tliose ntemorable scenes in which his illustrious parent, surrounded by the 
other bright spirits of the age, contended in the glorious struggle for National 
independence, and succeeded inrestoriug their native country to that rank among 
Nations, from which it had been so long, and so unjustly degraded. The sim- 
ple expression, therefore, of thanks is the best return in my power to make to 
Mr. Curran for his generous co-operation, and it may be the nunt acceptable, 
when he is assured, that my only inducement for undertaking this work was to 
rescue even a few of the remnants of our neglected poetry from oblivion. 
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yet remaining, contain ample proof of their abilities. So bitter 
were the invectives of the latter bard, that they cost him his 
life; and the former is said to have been employed by the 
Queen's agents here, to satirize the principal Irish families, and 
sow dissensions among them, an unworthy task, to which he 
prostituted his genius, in an able poem still extant. And here, 
in conclusion, I cannot but regret, that want of room, and other 
circumstances, have obliged me to omit not only this, but other 
excellent poems, originally intended for this publication. Yet 
I venture to hope, that even the few specimens given, may meet 
or deserve a favourable reception from the admirer of simple, 
unaiTected nature, and genuine poetical feeling. They will, at 
least, serve to shew that our neglected bards deserved a better 
fate than that which they have hitherto experienced ; and may, 
also, perchance, have the effect of stimulating others, to collect 
and publish their venerable remains, which, if adequately per- 
formed, cannot fail to shed a lustre on the literary character of 
Ireland. 
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<^5 c<^(>ine<^bh <^ &h<^lc<^. 



(VIo bh& bh6Xt^j\ riip y\b liuin 
4lK^ll Che<^Tnh|i<^, Cojic C^^ipl ciuin, 

U<^ Chumn Tn<^|i Chonn che<^6-ch<^ch<^ch. 

5<^bhT<^c €iiiinn, m^ji 6i ni-bpish, 

^6, cliOTnhchoiTnh<^il ^ c-coinh-shTiionih, 

5^lt T^c cenn ^iMl nejic n-50ile, 

4liop ^h^^omh Cope <^ lonnpishe. 

3e 60 chu^^ibh 30 h-7llb<^in Km, 

^K^ll m^^c e<^ch<^ch ^ui5hTnhe<^bh<^in ; 

60 [ti^chi^bh Cope Tfe<^eh<^ yoip 

fAun^ bheich ^i<^ll pe <^ ^^sh^ibh. 

4loch<; bh-v<^c<^ r€<^p <^mhuil ^^M, 

71^ lonnydisbe e<^chcp<^nn ^ c-c&n ; 

^oc<^ n' y<^c<^ |:e<^p ni<^p Cope 

6<^p lu<^ch <^pni c<^iK^ c<^obh-nochc. 
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TORNA« LAMENT FOR CORC AND NIAL, 
A. D. 423.' 



BY JOHN DALTON. 



Oh ! let me think in age 

Of years rolled by. 

When in the peace of infancy. 
Mid all the ties of holy fosterage,^ 
The future lords of Erin's doom. 

With smiles of innocence and unambitious play. 

Passed the rapid hours away : 
The royal children of my heart and home, 
Nial, the heir of hundred-battled Con, 
And Core, of Eogan-more, the not less glorious son. 

Years passed, my plumy eaglets grew. 
Their deeds were blazoned far : 

O'er many a land with Nial victory flew, 
But Core he never met in war. — 
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7i c-n|t 60 chijiibh Cipionn, 

Ij* me C6[in<^ A jM^ibhiq* |t^iTiny 

bom jicfip chisbij* 3<^ch U^ 

jyio 6h<^ inh^^c ino 6h<^ bh&lc<^n. 

60 b'^^oibhinn bh^mh 60 bheich ye^^l 

Ibiji Che<^nih<^ip ij* ChAipol, 

Ch«^inhpAi3h 30 (^ipol ci^m, 

<^ch Clw^ifil 30 Ce<^fYih^i|t. 

CAfi bo bhinn nfi<^ii <^on ly ^i<^U 

\Aft bo bhiobh ^5 rnAibhfn nA 11-31^11, 

C<^n bo bhinn m^n <^on if Cope, 

Y<^ me ^ cbonihAiitle<^ch comhnopc. 

If uinie bo chuipinn ^i<^ll 

feowi* leirh bh^T V^ ch^^oimh ^r\ cbw^ll, 

^lip uAirle An leicbe bheiy, bhil, 

60 mhAc |ti3h Ci|tionn eAchcAish. 

1|* uime bo chmpinn Cope 

6oin' leich cl6 nlop chAoimhchAch bochc. 
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Albania bowed to Nial's bands,* 

His sword has waved o'er foreign lands ; 

Yet great as all his glories were. 

They had been Core's — had he been there : — 

The eye of heaven ne'er looked on one 

So godlike in the field as Tara's lord, 
Save him, the comrade of his youth, alone — 

Brave Core, terrific wielder of the sword. 

Twin children of my love ! my memory dwells 

On Erin's proudest deeds and days ; 
On all that history tells 
And senachies have wove ; 

Yet meet I none who boast your meed of praise. 
Twin children of my love. 

It is your Torna speaks, how blest was he. 
When babes you lif^ped affection at his knee ; 
How yet more blest when in your noon of power. 
He shared the splendors of your social hour ; 
When fain would CasheFs Core his steps detain. 
And Tarah's Nial wooed him back again. 

Yes, it was mine, 'twas Torna's envied lot. 
To share the inmost secrets of their thought, 
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7U\i Tphoi3|"i ^ chuipp bcm* ch|to1bhe 
bo bheich Chuipc 'n ^ chimhnin^e. 
Uch ! 3^n Cojic u^ €!6^h^m ^m, 
Uch ! 5<^n ^i<^ll u^ CUinn cimhl^m, 
Uch I 3^n ^i^ll Che((mli|i<^ zhSip, 
Uch 1 5^n Cope c«^nn-&pb Ch^^ipl ! ! 
be bhpij* mo chonq, ^x mo chi^^ll^ 
fK^ch m<^ip <^n pish po ^w^ll j 
6o bhpif mo chpoi&he ly mo chopp, 
n<^ch m^^ip ^r\ pijh po Cope, 
leich Chmnn f^ cMoi* ^y v^ ch^in, 
i)&T mhic Ci^chKich ^huTbhmhe&bhKm ; 
beix mhic lui5hbhe<^ch ri^fi lu<^ibh 30, 
60 chu^ibh le^^ch [Vlosh^^ ^ mfish^^. 
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To sit between them. — At one side, 
My right, was Nial throned, the seat of pride ; 
Nor less my left by Cashel's king was graced. 
Pulse of my heart ! well wert thou next it placed. 

Sons of the brave our day is gone, 

Our destiny is spoken, 
A stranger rules on Cashel's rock. 

Another sits on Tara's throne ; 
Leath Cuin — I^ath Mogha pour the funeral strain. 
And I a weary hour of woe remain. 
In Nial's fall my reason felt the shock. 

But oh ! when Core expired — my heart was broken. 
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Con Te<^l3<^ ^ yciAch ; 
|te<^bhchonn <^ jie^^n |te<^bce<^n 
Qlp b-qie<^bh *x ^P ccjii^ch ; 

bei|t<^niuine & ch|iuch bein 

C<^p 3<^ch -pTpionn-Tpuch bh-^piAl ; 
|Vlo ch«^n, cnfich 3<^ch qti<^ich, 
|Vlo T3i^ch xs^i y^^^zh. 

Y3i^ch bbpe^^c, bbu<^pch<^, bhpeon ; 
5eiTe<^6h bio6hbh<^ <^ b|iu<^ch ; 
yciAch ch6inhbAi3he ch<^<fTfnh 
Tlt^ <^3 liobh m^c bu&ch. 

b$<^|t<^iTi <^i|i |Vlh<^c 6uAcb 
|te n-bol ipop ch<^oi, 
ycii^di chomb&<^iche ch^olmh, 
freom <^p iii<^3h 'Zlobh. 
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DALLAN FORGAILL'S ODE TO AODH, 

SON OF DUACH. 

A. D. 580.' 

BY HENRY ORATTAN CURRAN. 



Bounteous and mighty Aodb ! whose potent shield 
Glares likes a fatal star upon the field — 
Fierce as the stooping hawk or following hound. 
Resistless as the ocean billows bound — 
Thy shield I sing — the warrior's best relief — 
Avenger of the fall of sept and chief; 
Brighter than foam that shrouds the bursting wave. 
That glorious shield, that heroes, monarchs crave. 
Renowned o'er all that warlike arm may wield 
Amid the failing ranks ! dread, speckled shield ; 
That guardian shield where Duach's son uprears. 
Awe struck, the daring heart no longer dares. 
Oh, would the prince our bardic spell requite 
With that proud shield — dread portent of the fight; 
Aodh's glorious name through Erin's plains should ring. 
While Dalian's hand could wake the trembling string. 
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60 6i)Uibi)5r)ioii2i, Tcwici) ^106*21. 



feuibhshioUd bo mlK^iTe io ipp^^iT^, 

60 bhi&n &u<^in b'^ioy^ ^s^mne, 
5'2lo6h bo chioiin l&ifYihe sU^iye. 

Ix^ii n^^cli lOfifK^n <^3 bi^bWAj-^bh, 
7ln biop cuUmn b<^i|t ch|i<^oWi<^iWi ; 
l)eib uile v^p lu<^inineAbh, 
TPp^iS <^ 5-com<^ ip<>P T<^obh|i<^3, 

e<^b<^ch sn&ich <^iri <^ cho|tp, m 3h<^ibh, 
Yfi&ch<^b no yt^^ic^e qioin, 
Ci^Sh Tn<^p th^fbh Aiji (loich bp<^ir, 
*llni n^ t'^ic ^^\i n^ ip<^iche. 

5<^Ti 5<^i|im ^ 3-ceill bo ^Tshe, 
5<^n chloibhe<^fnh 3^11 puinne, 
Orn<^ 3<^oiche 30 n-buibhe bpumne, 
buine b<^|i reioch3h&|i *2lobh buille buibhe. 
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DALLAN'S ODE TO DUBH-GHIOLLA, THE 
SHIELD OF AODH. 

BY HENRY ORATTAN CURRAN. 



Bright as the speckled sahiion of the wave ! 
Dubh-Ghiolla ! panic of the banded brave ; 
With thee would I combine in deathless praise, 
Proud Aodh, whose arm of might thy burthen sways. 
Fenced with its thorny mail the holly stands — 
So round the prince the guardian shield expands : 
The bull's strong hide the needle's point defies — 
Thus vainly round him baffled ranks arise : 
That shield at once his panoply and blade. 
He scorns the spear, the falchion's feebler aid. 
As chafing storms too long in durance pent 
Sweep through the forest, finding sudden vent ; 
Such is the voice of Aodh, when with his shield 
Compassed, he stands bright terror of the field. 
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ci)Oi|tp M^^nrii>^ M)?iii^n% 



lonmhum ^ chopp ccpch^ip ^nn ; 

5e*[i 'jfe^fi qiom, bubh fe^\i Subqiow ; 
e<^6qtom copp, bubh cponi Y:$<^6hn<^, 
fVlop jhli^p b^'\i bhubh n3he<^|!n<^. 

Cpi c<^03^ bhuinn w^ii ^on y:|ii]", 
6'e<^i5pbh Tpe<^bh6h<^, -jpopbd |mo|- ; 
6*i^ ni-beimt|' tion bubh li<^, 
Yoshluim nu<^6h-bhu^in 3<^ch b\^. 

U^ifYi bilion, n^ purhchic yloish ; 
bume e<^y<^ jtu^i&h jii whiiii ; 
Cuille m^p^ [t$ Tnh$[t p^inn 
')f<^nfih<^il1ncle<^chc<^ &h<^lU^inn. 
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SEANCHAN'S LAMENT OVER THE DEAD 
BODY OF DALLAN.* 

BY HENRY ORATTAN CURRAN. 



The soul is fled, but still that brow, tho' cold, iU 

transcript wears ; 
And the hearts that loved him ache above each record 

that it bears. 
Of mighty mould, yet courteous — henceforth who the 

bards shall lead. 
That honoured him, their gifted chief, for whom our 

bosoms bleed ? 

Thrice fifty bards of passing skill attended in bis train — 
But the fleetest band that swept the harp would pause 

amid the strain ; 
And slumber on the silent chord beneath the wakening 

swell 
Of Dalian's harp — ^a thousand more had owned the 

potent spell ! 
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60 bhe<^lbhui3h b^^ iy "^ i^iiilibh, 
<l|i |!ioq:<^iMi yile cu^ish no che<^r 
C<^|i Coch^^ibh ji&bh pish c^ishir- 

b^ h-e<^3n<^, <^ fehe mwhe, 

50 cce^3mh<^6h conn b'& bh<^r ^^^^ 
Och 1 b<^ h-^lumn, h^ h-ionmhuin. 



ODES> ELEGIES^ ETC. 195 

As wintry torrents when along their channelled depths 

they rave, 
Was Dalian's song— 'twas -as the strength of Easroe's 

bounding wave : * 
His wit was as the winged shaft as rapid— and as deep 
As ocean where, beneath the tide, the silent waters sleep. 

From chaos as the sun appeared through clouds asunder 

riven, 
When the mighty one's behest had marked his path-way 

in the heaven ; 
The stars grew feeble in his light, transcendant as he 

shone — 
So Dalian, mid surrounding bards, stood glorious and 

alone. 

His glowing lip, oh king supreme ! thy power with 

wisdom blessed^ 
And the minstrels hailed him for their chief— the brightest 

and the best ; 
Our reverence, our love were his — but death the arrow 

sped, 
And wounded through his comely side each heart that 

mourns him dead. 
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^l Chmn-choini^ibh ! cAi&hi l)tii<^fi ? 
^0 c<^ibhi <^n T3i<^nfih bo bhibh o|tc ? 

C&ibhe uile<^n Uoch|i<^ lonn ? 
71 CWnn-choini^ibh n<^ bli-vonn ! 
C^ibhe 6&il-cc^ix r\^ CC0I3 n-oiii ? 
C^ibhe n^ r^sb bh16h uin bbpi^n ? 

C&ibhe |7lu|tcb<^bb iifK^c 6j\ jiishe, 

Ye<^It TK^ch 6-nubb|t<^6h bplsh ^ |4u6 ? 
(^i6he in^fYihuibhe ik^ TP«^bb \ 
C<(ibhe ve<^p <^n cbSmbU^inn cSub ? 
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KINCORA, OR MAC LIAG'S LAMENT/ 

A. D. 1015. 
BY JOHN D'ALTON. 



Kincora, where is thy lord ? 

Ah where is thy verdure of spring ? 
Where the nobles, and minstrels, and sons of the sword. 
With whom we have feasted and drank at thy board ? 

Kincora ! where is thy king ? 

Where are thy heroed bands. 
Thou queen of the Emerald plain ? 
Where are the golden-hiited brands, 
That gleam'd in the gallant Dalcassian's hands,^ 
And Brian's kingly train ? 

Where is the son of BorA,' 

Who ne'er valued the presents he gave ? 

A hundred in battle victorious he slew. 

And the rivers of Erin exultingly knew 

When he breasted their foamy wave. 
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C^ibhe 6onnchAbh 6€<^3h-inh<^c bhpi^in ? 
C^ibhe 'n ^ 6hi<^i6h Cotk^itis cAomh ? 
iK^ch nw^ipei^nn Ci<^n n& Cope ! 
Ci<^ <^Tiochc pe 6-CTubhp<^6 ino ch<^obh ? 

C<<i6he wAc e<^mhin <^n Ki^h ? 

C^ibhi pish eS3<^fK^chc<^ uill ? 
C<<ibhe b<Cffcionn o'n b-c^nn c-p<^p ? 

C<<ibhe 6ubhU^inn n^ n.e<^ch n-6i<^n ? 
^0 c&i6he Ciidln itk^c |7l<^olnihuAibh ? 
^6 Conn lonn, <^p3bh^, l<ln, 
Y^P ^^ chuipeA&h &ip 5^ch tIu^^sH ? 

Ci^ibhe 310IIA bo b'-pei^pp m&b, 

M^^ ]li5he ^Ib^n riK p dipeis pnn ? 
5ibh 3up mh^ich ^ 5h<^l ^*t <^ jhrtiomh, 
60 bheipe<^bh bh^^nih cioy, <^ CKTnn ! 

60 chu^ibhe<^b<^p fub le<^ch <^ip le^^ch, 
^^ meic piosh n<<'p chpe<^ch cUl, 
^ bhi<^bh <^ip bomh<^in b'i<. noiy, 
Ze^jb^ pn be'm cheill, <^ CKTnn ! 
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And Donogh the good is gone. 
And Conaing of the comely brow ! 
I feel — oh I — I feel as I stood alone, 
Neither Cian, nor Core, can hear my moan, 
Wliere — where, is my refuge now ? 

The fortune that Eavin crown'd, 

Alas, to his son was denied ! 
And where is the king of Eugenia, renown'd^ 
And the myriads that rose at the gathering sound. 

And the chief of the western tide ? 

Dulaing, shall I never enjoy 
The sight of his swift-footed steeds ; 
Nor my Cian, the invincible son of MoUoy, 
Nor Con, who his foes by a loolc could destroy ? 
But who can record their deeds ? 

Where is he of gigantic mien. 
Who ne'er from our standard would flee ? 
All great as his prowess and actions have been, 
Yet thou my Kincora ! wert ever the queen, 
And he but a vassal to thee/ 

Where is their silent abode. 
Who once were the flower of Temora, 
Fearless and fierce through the battle they strode. 
But their hands never rifled the altars of God-» 

Oh, their loss has derang'd me — Kincora ! 
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^eic |ti03h bo IMnf^bh ^ lo|t3, 
l^och|i^ 6i(il-cc<^Tr TK^ CC0I3 c-tUiti, 

Och ! bo b' olc 4sxi chi^U, <^ ChTnn ! 

l)|ii^n bSjioimhe binn jie ]t<^bh, 

lonmhuin l^mh bo bhape^^bh Tinn ; 
Cut ^ chujii^fi *t ^ cho|iiin Tn-bfieAc, 
1|* ni^i|i3 b^mh bo chl^chc, ^ CKinn ! 

It Tn^ifis z^ be^bh 3<^n l)[ti^n ! 

It m^ M^^ I'^S ^'" '^""j 
6o'in cho3^i[tni 30 nsh n^ fSub 
60 c:hu3<^bh ^ cheub, K Chinn ! 
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Sons of a royal race, 

Dalgais of the fiir gleamiug sword ! 
Who could emulate deeds that the bard cannot trace ? 
Ah, could I on earth find your dwelling place !— 

Alas, 'tis a senseless word ! 

But sweet is the theme to our souls. 
And welcome the praise of BorA ! 

With silent enjoyment my memory rolls. 

To the times when he gave me the first of the bowls — 
Alas, that such honours I knew \ 

But all my hopes deceived me, 
Yet I love thee for sorrow's sake; 
In thy palace of jewels how oft he received me. 
But, Kincora ! the fate that of Brian bereav'd thee. 
Hath orphan'd Mac Liag of the lake. 
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U<^chmh^it <^n oibhche <^ nochc, 
^ chuibe^chb bhochc, 3<^n bhpeis ! 

^lifi <^n cc^^oibhp chu<^i6h bo'ri n-5lt&3. 

Qlsh^ibh 6h^m1i-r<^ bo yhior bhjiK^m, 
ly 6 <^3 Yle<^6h<^chu|' ^3 Ci^n, 
|71<^c |71<^elinhu<^6h y^ y^6<^ 16ax 
'Jlip m-beich <^3h<^i6h 'n <^ ^3m<^ir. 
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MAC LIAG MOURNFULLY REMEMBERS 
BRIAN AND HIS NOBLES. 

BY THE REV. WILLIAM HAMILTON DRUMMOND, D. D. 



In a far foreign land, on a pilgrimage wending/ 
A bard of green Erin passed cheerless along ; 

On the dark barren heath gloomy night was descending. 
He thought on past pleasures, and thus grieved in song : 

** Sad and gloomy the night that now gathers around ; 

No door opens friendly with sweet welcome sound ; 

For poesy here no calm shelter is found ; 
No repose for the bard these wild regions among. 

'< Since heaven so wills, be its ordinance blest, 

That verse in this land no reward shall enjoy : 
Once with gifts it was honoured — ^the bard was caress'd 

With a love that hereafter his peace may annoy. 
Ah ! well I remember — to Brian, of old. 
When foamed the red wine in the goblet of gold. 
As with Cian he feasted, the hours slowly rolled, 
If he heard not the songs of the sou of MoUoy." 
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^l chli^ii chi3 i chish uf 4le1ll ! 

« Qi &5ir," ^ t>«ii 60 bhe^n, 

" f u<^iU n&V ch|i&5iT bo che^ch T&n. 

Qlchc A bh-ipuil i ni03h 30 116 5 " 

" If T$ pn," <^ii 4lu|tch^bh9 m^c l)htti^iii^ 

" Ce^^chcAipe^chc <^n yhiAich 6'n Ti-ili|ic.** 

InniT bdinn ch-^Wlil ^ chui^ibh, 

^Ip 2lp6.iti3h rhlu<^i3li Ch^iprin t '4leib, 

InniT 60 Tnh<^ichibh ifife6^\i IHF^ilj 

lui6h ):<<'ni lAimh n^ch b^TK^ift b|ie<^i3, 

t)<^ji <^n ]li3h pi $T mo chionn^ 

'Piche e<^ch, beich n-mnse b'6|i, 
'ZI't 6ach Tpyichib b6 60 bhu^ibh. 

feo bh^iK^m-ne <^n 6iAt yo 6ho 

<h|f r<^ mhi 6'e^clK^ibh 'j t>e bhu<^bh, 
21 n-6u3m(^iT ^ caubhii<^bh bfiK^n, 
71 bubh^ipc C\6d\ [A^c |VI<^6linhu<^ibh. 
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" Welcome, bard," said the monarch, his face beaming 
gladness. 

When he saw me return from the hall of 0*Neill : 
'^ Thy consort is pining, forlorn, and in sadness. 

To think thou hast left her for ever to wail. 
Bard, long was thy absence — ^what tidings of worth 
Dost thou bring from the black cloudy lands of the 

north ?" 
" As the raven's*'— -cried Morrogh — " what time she flew 

• forth 

From the ark, well I wot, is our wanderer's tale." 

^' But come, tell what gifts and rare treasures you bring. 
From him who bears sway o'er the Cam-i-neid host; 

To Innis&il's nobles, and first to our king, 

Swear tnie, by this hand, not to flatter or boast" 

« By heaven"— I cried—" all the truth I'll unfold. 

Twice ten gallant steeds— ten rich ounces of gold ; 

And of kine, ten the choicest, twice ten times well 
told ; 
Such the treasures I bring from the fair northern 
coast." 
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fe<^ji 6j\ jiTsh, bo p&bh me ^ pchc, 
'y 60 bhopch^ibh A nochc mo ni^mh, 
'Pu<^li<^t ^ bheich n-uipiob pn 
^lip <^ii bh-Yle<^6h ^ul 60 luibh bjiiKn. 

Ye<^chc m-b<^ile ^'m ch6mh<^i[t b'^ ch|i<^o1bh, 
]lt3h n<^ [«03h 60 ]ti^6h m$ n-i<^|i, 
'I3UT le<^c^ bh^ile 30 -pioji 
^Inn 3<^ch pope ^ m-bio6h b|ti<^n. 

60 iti<6h t7lu[tch<^bh, 6e(^3h-mh<^e bhpi^m^ 

" Uipiob <^ bh-'Fu<^ipiT 6i peTp 

60 3lie<^bh<^iji u<^im ytein 'j "i <^ip drvhu<^ch." 
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** With presents/' said Cian of generous deeds, 

" More noble, O Morrogh, his song we'll reward 
With more numerous kine, and more swift-footed steeds. 

Beside what the Monarch shall give to the bard," 
And true, (to rehaember — my griefs fresh arise) 
Ere the banquet was finished— or sleep closed the eyes 
Of munificent Brian, I shared a rich prize, 
£*en ten times more worthy the poet's regard. 

Seven herd-covered plains spreading fertile and wide, 
Gift worthy a monarch — the king gave to me 3 

And a district, for aye, where his court loves to bide. 
In sweet summer sojourn, by mountain or sea. 

Said Morrogh the pious, nor spake he in vain, 

" Whate'er the rich gifts thou, to night shalt obtain ; 

To-morrow, their equal from me shalt thou gain. 
With the love of a prince, bard, devoted to thee." 



208 IRISH MINSTRELSY. 






lA^\i n&V rh^^oilMt 30 bji^ch bheirh ; — 
^<^ji 60 bh&bhuf 6. 3-Ce<^nTi-cho|i^6h ch^^oimh, 
4lioji bh'u<^Tnh<^n liom <^oti 6o*Tn chpeich, 

6& TYK^ipe^^bh bpi^n b1ianne-buil3 ! 

4|T bhe16hinn-p <^ n-lnye ^n 5h<^»l'l^^wibh, 
[71(^11 <^ cc'ioTinT<^i3h cuile <^'t conn, 

6& niKi|ie<^bh Con<^in3 n^ 3-cu<^n ! 
Opnihuill rl'W^S^, l^och n&^ji U3 ! 
"PeAii wK^p 6 e<^chc$iii n<^ tI'U^S^j 
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MAC LIAG, IN EXILE, REMEMBERS 
BRIAN. 

BY THE REV. WILLIAM HAMILTON DRUMMOND, D.D. 



Tedious and sad lag on the joyless hours, 
Ah ! ne*er did fancy bode a change so dire ! 

What time I dwelt in sweet Kincora's bowers, 
I little feared the barbarous spoiler's ire. 

Had Brian lived, munificent and good ; 

Or Morrogb, in his stately mansions fair; 
Ne'er in the isle of strangers black and rude,* 

Whelmed had I sunk beneath a flood of care. 

If Conaing lived, the guardian of our coasts, 
The chief of thousands, hero great in might 

As dauntless Hector, of the Trojan hosts ; 
Long had I ne'er been exiled from his sight. 
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bo bheiii me bmlbhiii, boipbh, 

4loch<^ 3-clumini cAiiwi n^ b-cfiK^ch, 
^lojt bh'ionn<^TiTi A'x ^^ r^bhM f\l^^}^f 
fe& )t^ini5h A^\l cu^ific 30 CiKn. 

60 chu^^bhAy 30 CiAn <^ti Ch^^ntnn, 

^\oji chpiKch 3^n c<^ntni <^ii dfi che^nn, 
^J^l pKibh, Ache bpK^n nA Tn-bpAc rp^il, 
C|tiAch bubh choip 60 chu|t 'n A che<^nn. 
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Grief and despair my anxious bosom fill, 
To hear my prince's joyous voice no more; 

Oh ! bow unlike this journey drear and chill. 
Was that to Cian, in the days of yore ! 

To Cian of the Cairn — to Cian, high 

In wealth and power, I went with bounding speed : 
With him could none but royal Brian vie, 

In every generous thought and glorious deed. 



p2 
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Uch ! b*^\i n-6Sich id h-e^bh !— 
60 chu<^ichibh bi pinne cji&bh. 



ODES, ELEGIES, ETC. 213 

CARROLL ODALY^ AND ECHO. 

BY JOHN D*ALTON. 



Carroll — Speak, playful echo, speak me well. 
For thou know'st all our care ; 
Thou sweet responding sybil, tell. 
Who works this strange aflbir ? — 
JBcAo— A— fair i 

A fidr-^no, no* Fve felt the paia. 
That but from love can flow; 

And never can my heart again 
That magic thraldom know.— - 
£cAo— No. 

Ah then, if envy's eye has ceased 
To mar my earthly bliss ; 

Speak consolation to my breast, 
If remedy there is.— 

JEcho — ^There is. 
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C. — li yMioTj^bhe shlic, shjiinn, 
Y|iic€<^l iTiin 30 \iii\bh, 

^iojt fhioriTK^T ojic bp6<^3. — 

C,— |7lii 'X'^ ^^ c-6<^3, 30 beiwhin, 
\f 'poYp9hi^pn xi|t^ ^\i b-pi^n, 
bo bhpuibe<^bh liom, 
6o'b Aic liom, Wp fi<^bh !— 

M.— b^p V^bh ! 

C. — 6K|i |n^h v^m bo'b <^ic ! 

"ii ^Uch sbUp 3An 5h$ j 
5i6he<^bh, <^i|i 60 bhJ^r ' 
il^ cluine<Sbh C&ic p.— 

[A.—C^byo} 

C— Ci^b TO, <^ bi^bh<^l ope ! 

21 cht^hsh n&'p loc h\i^^ ! 
Tpj^ch bo fnh<^<^ibh n& c<^n, 
V<^ot Ch^ic tr 3e<^l b€<;b.— 
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Gay witty Bpirit of tfae air» 

If such relief be nigl2 ; 
At once the secret spell declare, 

To lull my wasted eye. — 

Echo— To die. 

To die ! and if it be my lot. 

It comes in hour of need ; 
Death wears no terror but in thought, 

'Tis innocent in dfeed. — 

EcAo, (mrprised)— Indeed ! 

Indeed, 'tis welcome to my woes. 

Thou airy voice' of fate j 
But ah ! to none on earth disclose 

What you prognosticate. — 

Echo, (play/iilfy)—To Kate. 

To Kate, the devil's on your tongue. 
To scare me with such thoughts ; 

To her, oh could I hazard wrong, 
Who never knew her faults. — 

Echo — ^You are false. 
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C. — [VI&'t R*^ ^^^pcinruT c|t€<^n^ 
?l c<^^ ^3 e^6 pe^c olc, 
l)e<^3 <^n bich, i^ji &u<^ch ! 
71 6hul u<^ic 't <^ti loch.— 

|VI.— Och ! 

C. — ^/Ifle och ^'t TW<^ip3, 

6c chluinun ^3<^ibh 3<^ch l^oi ; — 
Cpe^ ^ c& libh '3 ^ lu^bh 
11 chjtiK^ish cho|nich<^ ^r\ ch^^^bh ? — 
^.— (^oibh ! 

C. — bo ch<^o16h ^^^itciTTuy, 

bo JIU3 W^jifi 3<^ch 3n<^^feh j 

T3**ip ^'r 30 p**3 ^ ^ic> 

C. — ^beAnb<^chc <^i|t 60 bhei^l, 

^^V ch<;Ti bji^s 6. n-biuwih, 
c^^oiji <^3 6ul <^ bh-Tp<^6, 
Cui{iim le<^c <^6iett. — 
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If thy Narcissus could awake 

Such doubts, be were an ass. 
If he did not prefer the lake. 

To humouring such a lass. — 

Echo — Alas ! 

A thousand sighs and rites of woe 

Attend thee in the air ; 
What mighty grief can feed thee so 

In weariless despair ? — 

£cAo--Despair. 

Despair — ^not for Narcissus' lot. 

Who once was thy delight ; 
Another in his place youVe got. 

If our report is right. — 

Echo—'TiA right. 

Dear little sorceress, &rewell, 

I feel thou told'st me true; 
But as thou'st many a tale to tell, 

I bid thee now adieu. — 

Echo — Adieu ! 
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50 h-iniT <^oibhifm ti^l^^ 5 

It c;tiu<^5h ! n<^ch liup 6<^inh <^ be<^nTK^, 

5ibh 3ni(ch <^ b-ce<^nTi<^ 6e<^p3^ ! 

lO&n 6'& h-u<^irle <^'r t>'^ h-oipe^^chc j 
yt&n 30 p$ bhe<^c>ic b*^ clei|i'chibh ; 
yiAn 6'^ b^nnqi^chc<^ibh c<^^ne ; 
yt&n b'^ r^otchibh le h.&3ribh ! 

[Tlo rbV^n &'^ ni&3h<^ibh mine, 
Ttan r& mhile 6'i^ cnoc<^ibh ! 
|7lo chion bo'n c-^ z^mrxzi j 
Yt&n 6'^ llnnabh d'r b'& loch<^ibh ! 
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DOCTOR KEATING' TO HIS LETTER. 



BY JOHN D'ALTON. 



For the sake of the dear little isle where I «end you. 
For those who will welcome, and speed, and befriend 

you; 
For the green bills of Erin that still bold my heart there, 
Though stain'd with the Uood of the patriot and martyr. 

My blessing attend you ! 

My blessing attend you ! 

Adieu to her nobles, may honor ne'er fail them ! 

To her clergy adieu, may no false ones assail them ! 

Adieu to her people, adieu to her sages. 

Her historians, and all that illumine their pages ! 

In distance I hail them. 
More fondly I hail them ! 
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ytan 6'& cdillnbh y^ cho|ich<^ibh ; 

Tftan 6'& fnftnnbh <^'r t>*^ b^wc<^ibh ; 
yUx\ T^r t>'^ [iXch^^ibh <^'r t>'^ Itw^rS^ibh ! 

yU^n u^^im 6'^ cit<^obh<^ibh citofVK^ ! 

5i&b sn^ch ^ f$i|tTie vit^ochb<^. 

f K^p c<^ii bh|tOTnchUbhuibh n^ bilMn, 
beip <^ T<^|tTbhinn mo bhe^nbochfe. 
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Adieu to her plainsi all enameird with flowers ! 

A thousand adieus to her hills and her bowers ! 

Adieu to the friendships and hearts long devoted ! 

Adieu to the lakes on whose bosom I've floated ! 

In youth's happy hours^ 
In youth's happy hours 1 

Adieu to her fish-rivers murmuring through rushes ! 

Adieu to her meadows, her fields, wells, and bushes ! 

Adieu to her lawns, her moors, and her harbours ; 

Adieu, from my heart, to her forests and arbours. 

All vocal with thrushes. 
All vocal with thrushes ! 

Adieu to her harvests, for ever increasing ! 
And her hills of assemblies, all wisdom possessing! 
And her people — oh I where is there braver or better ? 
Then go to the island of saints, my dear letter ! 

And bring her my blessing ! 

And bring her my blessing 1 
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\)e7i<\]<i] e 21 6 ^l 1 |1. 



It {^o'Tbhinn ^ bhach ^ in-l)dinn-C<^b^iii ; 
It 'fxcfi-byiinrx ^ bheich ij b^Ti-mhuiji ; 
Cnoc lonsmh^p, loTinTnh<^|t, lionfnh<^]t 
l)«^nTi 'FhiOTiTnh<^ji 'phonnmh^ii, i<^3hinh<^|i. 

be^nii ^ in-biobh coi|tnn ^i^uy cu^^ch^ 5 
\)e^r\r\ ^ (1113 O'fcuibhne b^r\\ 
Ulbhe 5bp^iTine be fhonn |tu^3<^6h, ' 

X>eAnr\ it ccin-shlATi j^^ch culAch, 
2l*T 3<^ch muUAch c6iwli3M^T> copiw^ch ; 
l)e<^riTi blnlMch, inhoTi3Ach, bhe^nrw^ch ; 
Cnoc c|te<^Tnh<^ch^ cnobh<^ch, cit^nn<^ch. 
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ODE TO THE HILL OF HOWTH, 



BY THE REV. WILLIAM HAMILTON DRUMMOND, D. D. 



How sweet from proud Ben-Edir^s beighV 
To see the ocean roll in light ; 
And fleets swift-bounding in the gale. 
With warriors' clothed in shining mail. 

Fair hill, on thee, great Finn of old. 
Was wont his counsels sage to hold ; 
On thee, rich bowls the Fenians crowned, 
And passed the foaming beverage round.* 

Twas thine within a sea-washed cave, 
To hide and shelter Duivne brave ; 
When snared by Grace's charms divine, 
He bore her o'er the raging brine.* 
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bo cKi6hrhe^{i u^inn be'n inh<^oTl tnhcns^ch, 

X>e6inr\ it <^oibhiie btiiji Ciite^^n, 

fAo chion 6*& qti<^rh 3<^n bojhii^inn, 
|VI$it-bhe<^iin n<^ bh-^K^nn n-^otbhinn* 
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Fair hill thy slopes are ever seen, 
Bedecked with flowers or robed in green ; 
Thy nut-groves rustle o'er the deep. 
And forests crown thy cliff-girt steep/ 

High from thy russet peaks 'tis sweet 
To see th' embattled war ships meet; 
To hear the crash — the shout — the roar 
Of cannon, through the caveni'd shore. 

Most beauteous bill, around whose head, 
Ten thousand sea-birds' pinions spread ; 
May joy thy lord's true bosom thrill. 
Chief of the Fenians' happy hill. 



VOL. II. 
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&iombu^bh qtK^ll $ chuteh<^ibh 'f^il ! 
&iombu^bh i<^ch Cipe^^nTi b'^r^sbh^il ! 
\6x:h mhiUx ^^ m-be^^in^ m-be^chKch, 

Cibh t& mo ch|ti^U edp f^il rM|i'» 
lliji b-c^bhKiitc ciiil 6'i<^ch Y'^ionc<^iii, 
bo tc^^itji cpolbhe f&'n p^b pinTi j 
^ c<^ji ipob <^ile <^chc €iite<^n. 

'IpSb IT qtoime ro|i|t<^&h Cfi^nn, 
• ipib ^x ipeujt-u^ichfie ):e<^|i<^Tin, 
f e^n-chU^|i 1|1 b|t<^^Ac, b^}t{icb<^ch^ 
^n ap ch]t<^$bb<^ch^ chituichne<^chc^ch. 
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ODE BY GERALD NUGENT, ON LEAVING 
IRELAND. 

BY THE REV. WILLIAM HAMILTON DRUMMOND, D. D. 



What sorrow wrings my bleeding heart,. 

To flee from Inisfaii ! * 
Oh ! anguish from her scenes to part, 

Of mountain, wood, and vale ! 
Vales that the hum of bees resound^ 
And plains where generous steeds abound.' 

While wafted by the breeze's wing, 
I see fair Fintan's shore recede ;' 

More poignant griefs my bosom wring, 
The farther eastward still I speed. 

With Erin's love my bosom warms. 

No soil but her's for me has charms. 

A soil enriched with verdant bowers, 

And groves with mellow fruits that teem ; 

A soil of fair and fragrant flowers. 
Of verdant turf and costal stream : 

Rich plains of Ir,^ that bearded corn, 

And balmy herbs, and shrubs adorn- 
q2 
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C'lji TK^ 3-cu|ni<^bh *x ^^ Z'^^^^Vy 

1* n^ bh-^<^lt Ti-0ip-bhe<^pc<^ch, Ti-<^3hTnh<^|t. 

3h<U;Uibh Til 3he<^bh<^imi 6ul 
5o cU^nn^ibh f6u3huin y^CT^n. 

b^ in-bw^bh rK^'p bhAe3h<^l fnA|t<^, 
^3bh?Lil le<^r^ Uo3h^iiie, 
(Tlo mhe^^nniTK^ p<^|i iff feun, 
CpK^ll i fche<^lbhn<^ ly 6o-bh6uiic(^. 

p/^ii bo'ii bhuibhin |:lieu3hAiTi-p c^^p n-&&ir 
fVli^CfK^ 6(in<^ 6oi|ibh3h&v 

Cl^p il" |'<^etpe pch<^fthe. 
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A land that boasts a pious race, 

A land of heroes brave and bold ; 
Enriched with every female grace 

Are Banba's luaids with locks of gold. 
Of men, none with her sons compare; 
No maidens with her daughters fair. 

If heaven propitious to my vow. 

Grant the desire with which I burn ; 
Again the foamy deep to plow. 

And to my native shores return ; 
" Speed on," Til cry, " my galley fleet. 
Nor e'er the crafty Saxon greet."* 

No perils of the stormy deep 

I dread — yet sorrow wounds my heart ; 

To leave thee, Ijoegaire*s fort, I weep ; 
From thee sweet Delvin must I part ! * 

Ob ! hard the task— oh ! lot severe. 

To flee from all my soul holds dear. 

Farewell, ye kind and generous bands, 
Bound to my soul by friendship strong ; 

And ye Dundargveis' happy lands,^ 
Ye festive halls — ye sons of song ; 

Ye generous friends in Meath who dwell, 

Beloved, adored, farewell, farewell ! 
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Mi^i^^'H p^iccfiuicc ui e7ii'2n6t)e. 



b^ bh-ip^ShAiTin-p mo mhi<^nn<^ 60 fiw^fi, 

*21't ce^b c<^ifice mo fh^^^^^il 60 rhiubhe^^mli, 
bo bheiblnnn m^^p ^n b-cpK^ch fh^^^^ibhe, li<^ch, 

5^n che<^n3<^l le h-d6n buine dchc fich : 
6h^nip<^bh AcpA be<^3 ire^^tw^mTi ti$ bhi, 

(Tlo fi^m <^ 5-c&m m<^it bubh chubh<^ibh ; 
60 mhe<^fF<^mn mo iphl<^iche<^T 3^1 mh$|i, 

*y bubh chlAon liom bhcich A3 3&llMbh bo'n pish. 

M^ ph<^i|Te be<^3 f e<^|t<^mn bA mh^ch, 

le pAtfin be 3<^ch piiiomh-chopch^^ b'ipe<^pp, 
5<^n ce<^chc <^ip ^<^pch<^mn n^ 3<^och, 

7lchc cuimfe^^chc 3<^ch fine 'n <^ h-i^m ; 
bubh lionmh<^p 6.'m bhpuishm bhe<^3 3<^ch nibh, 

\)^ cAipbhe^^ch ^t\ c<^ichneAmh 'n ^ m-beibhe<^bh ; 
bo b'i^oibhmn cIot ipulshle mo chi3he, 

'y n^ le<^bh<^ip ^ ccSmh^^iaoi* 3<^ch U^S. 
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PATRICK HEALY'S WISHES.^ 



BY JOHN D'ALTON. 



Ob ! could I Require my fullest desire^ 
To mould my own life, were it given ; 

I would be like tbe sage, who in bappy old age. 
Disowns every link — but with heaven. 

An acre or two, as my wants would be few, 
Could supply quite enough for my welfare ; 

In that scope I would deem my power supreme. 
And acknowledge no king but— myself there. 

The soil of this spot, the best to be got. 
Should furnish me fruit — and a choice store ; 

Be sheltered and warm from rain and from storm. 
And favoured with sun-shine and moisture. 

My home should abound, and my table be crowned 

With comfort, but not ostentation ; 
The music of mirth should hum round my hearth^ 

And books be my night's recreation. 
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bo b'<^S6he<^ii<^ch le if^uch^^in mo bhoich, 

le c<^obli coille ^*t Tp1o|i-chob<^ni (ii|i ; 
^^ h-^nlA ^n u^^ip 6'&}t3he$chuinTi 30 inoch 

50 h-^^oibhinn ^3 pop-Theinn«^&h ciOil 5 
Ypurh poiTTK^ch, ciiimh<^i|'-3l^T, icm^b-bWXich, 

Ctw^inn cponi-chofich<^ ^'t 3e<^?nh^|ich<^ le n^^ijt 
buih cliyre 1^6 tk^ bpeic ^nn ^ IRp, 

le |:onn fuilc ^^3 leimne<^bh 30 Tpp^T. 

60 chfiioclin(i3h<^6h n^ n <^oibhne^'r p fiomh^iTi) 

713U1' coinpSitb n<^ h-^i3e Tnh$ub(i3h^bh, 
^ Xmu^nifmrx 3^n c^oin-bhe<^n bo ch^h^bh 

fVI^|i nu<^bhch^|t, 'i-l oi3e^nc<^, buibhe^ch ; 
7lnn ^oly <^ TK^oi-b8<^3 30 h-iomlxdi, 

21 T cei^ch^ip-^nt-Tphichcliib b^^mh ip&n, 
bhK^bli n^oibhe^n ^ip <^ cioch<^ibh 3<^ch c^^xSj 

Ql*T bhiAbh p leii- pn bo'w diomhiteip. 
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Delightful retreat, iu simplicity sweet ! 

A wood and a streamlet should bound it ; 
And the birds when I wake, from each bower and brake. 

Should pour their wild melodies round it. 

This streamlet midst flowers, and murmuring bowers, 
In the shade of rich fruits should meander ; 

While the brisk finny race, o'er its sun-shiny face, 
Should leap — flit — and sportively wander. 

These joys — yet one more might enliven my store. 

Redouble each comfort and pleasure ; 
A wife, of such truth, such virtue and youth. 

That her smiles would be more than a treasure. 

Let nineteen, and no more, to my twenty- four. 

Be the scale of her years to a letter ; 
Then a babe every Easter, I think wo'nt molest her. 

No-— I warrant she'll like me the better. 
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Oi6hche 6h<^Tn1i 30 601I3, 6iibh<^ch, 

Choif ph<^i|i3e nA 6-conn b-qt^un^ 
2I5 leutipniKCine<^bh ^'t ^^3 lik^bh, 

^op chloT 'pui^im coinne r\K qi&i3h. 
'y m ftAibh 3<^l <^nn be'n n-3<^oich 
&o chitoich'ipe^bh bi^itp c]t<^iTin ti& bl&ich. 

60 3hlu<^i're<^T ^5 m^chzn^mh ^*m <^on, 
5<^n <^iiie <^3<^?n Aip fK^on mo fhitibh^il, 

fcoput cille 3U|i bhe^^pc mi, 

T ^" 3-coiw^ip fiSibh <^ifi TOO chionn. 



OdES, BLEGIfiS^ ETC. 235 



THE MOURNERS SOLILOQUY IN THE 
RUINED ABBEY OF TIMOLEAGUE.' 

BY THOMAS FURLONG. 



Abroad one night in loneliness I stroU'd^ 
Along the wave-worn beach my footpath lay; 

Struggling the while with sorrows yet untold^ 
Yielding to cares that wore my strength away : 

On as I mov'd, my wayward musings ran 

O'er the strange turns that mark the fleeting life of man. 

The little stars shone sweetly in the sky; 

Not one faint murmur rose from sea or shore ; 
The wind with silent wing went slowly by. 

As tho' some secret on its path it bore : 
All, all was calm — tree, flower, and shrub stood still. 
And the soft moonlight slept on valley and on hill. 
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6'^ n-6&il 6o'n lobh^nt ^^uj bo*r\ U3, 
'Zln rpi^ch mhAip luchb ^r\ ti^he. 

bhibh ^iift<^6}i |:i<^fi <^ip <^ rh<^obh, 
^X ci<^n $ cuifte<^bh <^ chl^bh, 

f huibh m^ fiof le nK^chcn^^mh U<n, 
60 l&3e<^Tf wo l&Tnh ^p^ol m' 3itu<^bh, 

O'm bhe^^jic^ibh <^ni <^n bh-ipe(iii <^nu<^Tf. 

71 bubh^ipc me ^nn x^n ip& bhich, 
'Jl'l' Tn6 ^3 c^oibh 30 c(iinb<^cli, 

60 bhi&h <^tmpit <^nTi 'n <^ ft<^ibh, 
'Jin ce<^ch-p 30 pilbh, fiibhi^ch, 

^X ^nn 60 bKiobh CI013 6.'x clK^p, 

C6p<^i6he, ce^c<^l ^"sux ceol, 
'2I3 Tncl<^6h ni6pbhAchb<^ be. 
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Sadly and slowly on my path of pain 
I wander'd, idly brooding o'er my woes ; 

Till full before me on the far-stretched plain. 
The ruin'd abbey's mouldering walls arose ; 

Where far from crowds, from courts and courtly crimes, 

The sons of virtue dwelt, the boast of better times. 

1 paused — ^I stood beneath the lofty door. 
Where once the friendless and the poor were fed; 

That hallow'd entrance, that in days of yore 
Still open'd wide to shield the wanderer's head ; 

The saint, the pilgrim, and the book-learn'd sage, 

The knight, the travelling one, and the worn man of age. 

I sat me down in melancholy mood, 
My furrow'd cheek was resting on my hand ; 

I gazed upon that scene of solitude. 
The wreck of all that piety had plann'd : 

To my aged eyes the tears unbidden came, 

Tracing in that sad spot our glory and our shame. 
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bo bhu<^il y& mh^ol &o Tnhu|f. 

It ioTnbh<^ Te<^iich<^inn <^3ut -pui^chc, 
^5^T F^ipw! cu^^m bo chinpiT ^Woc, 

ao6hlAic«^6h chu ^^ip b-tuiT, 
60 fiish n^ n-bul nK^p cKishe^T^ 

*U mhui|t n^oTYihch^ n^ Tn-be^nn h-sUt, 

It 6iomb<^i6h 6K^n Uom 60 T^^piOT, 
'Jlswr cup 60 TM^otmh <^ip |!^n ! 

It u<^i3ne<^ch ^ c^^oTp ^ noiT ! 

^1 vliuil loiinuc cSpKibhe n^ ceol, 
7lchc T3P^ucliA6h n^ 3-c«^nn-c<^r 

^Inn ion<^6 n<^ pT<^ilm T^sh'^il ! 

eibhei^nn A3 e^j^^X^ ^T bo TcuAish, 
<lle<^nnc63 pu<^6h ^'b upl&p up, 

C<^b1ich<^nn c<^ol n<^ T^^')n<^ch T^'i3» 
7Vx cpSn&n r\^ ti^e^y <^''> chlGib, 
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'* And oh !" cried I, as from my breast the while. 
The struggling sigh of soul-felt anguish broke; 

'' A time there was, when through this storm-touch'd pile. 
In other tones the voice of echo spoke ; 

Here other sounds and sights were heard and seen — 

How alter'd is the place from what it once hath been 1 

*^ Here in soft strains the solemn Mass was sung ; 

Through these long aisles the brethren bent their way; 
Here the deep bell its wonted warning rung, 

To prompt the lukewarm loitering one to pray ; 
Here the full choir sent forth its stream of sound. 
And the rais'd censer flung rich fragrance far around." 

How chang'd the scene! — ^how lonely now appears 
The wasted aisle, wide arch, and lofty wall ; 

The sculptured shape — the pride of other years, 
Now darken'd, shaded, sunk and broken all : 

The hail, the rain, the sea-blown gales have done 

Their worst, to crown the wreck by impious man begun. 
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|^<^|i ^ n-3lAobh^6h An TphmTe$3 tnhoch, 
bo chleift <^3 e<^Ti<^bh r\A 6-qii^di, 

^^ Iphuil ce^^ns^&h <^3 copitutbhe ^ noiy, 
*2lcbr ceAn3A&h 3hli03<^iji nA 3-c^3- 

Ci^ &o ph|foTnnreAch 3^11 bhi<^6h, 
60 'rhu<^n-lioT 3<^n ledbA bht&ich, 

60 rhe<^pmoitin 3A11 tobbMipc cliAp, 
^<^ (^ich^pionn 60 6hi<^ '3 << p^bli, 

6*imchi3h 60 lu<^ifTi A'|- &o pi<^3li<^il, 
IVy &o chuAUchc v^ chi<^n ch&iWi, 

Och ! Ill |:hionnAim 6. iioiy |x^'b i<^bh<^bh 
'Jlchr c^finKn cpi<^bhcA CTi<<m}i. 

Och ! AnY^boplAnn ^'y <^n-u<^ill, 
^liibhpoib, An-u<^iT ^-^ux Ainblf3he, 

'^P^ipneApc n^TYiliAb A'lf cpei^chAbh cpuAbli 
b* f(n^ uAi3nedch cfi m^p cAoip ! 

fco bhibh-TfA Tp^m ifoiK^ Te<^l ! 

y^^n^^H bo chlAochloibh mo chlobh ! 
Ch<^tm3h r$ip <^n c-T<^03liAil \'m A3h<^ibh, 

^?l -peiMim opm <^clic bp6n ! 
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Thro' the rent roof the aged ivy creeps ; 

Stretch'd on the floor the skulking fox is found; 
The drowsy owl beneath the altar sleeps. 

And the pert daws keep chattering all around ; 
The hissing weasel lurks apart unseen, 
And slimy reptiles crawl where holy heads have been. 

In the refectory, now no food remains ; 

The dormitory boasts not of a bed ; 
Here rite or sacrifice no longer reigns; 
Prior — ^brethren — prayers — and fasts and forms are 
fled: 
Of each-— of all, here rests not now a trace. 
Save in these time-bleach'd bones that whiten o*er the 
place. 

Oh ! that such power to baseness was decreed ; 

Oh ! that mischance such triumphs should supply ; 
That righteous heaven should let the vile succeed, 

And leave the lonely virtuous one to die ! 

VOL, II. R 
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&'inichi5h mo luAbh^iU ^y ^^ ^^uch, 
]l^bh<^|tc mo r>»til ^3^X ^^ ch[ie6ip, — 

C&16 mo ch^ipbe ^^uf mo chlAnn, 
T ^^ 3-cill-p 30 if^nn <^3 bfie$3h<^6h ! 

C& 6u<^i|tce<^T ^^\i mo fehpe^ch ! 

C& mo chitoibhe 'n ^ chitoc^l cn$bh ! 
6& bh-¥$iiiipc<^6h opm ^n b&r> 

bubh bhe<^{tbh m'^^ilce p^ im^ ch8mh<^iji ! 
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Oh ! justice in the struggle where wert thou ? 

Thy foes have left this scene changed as we see it now. 

I too have chang'd — my days of joy are done^ 
My limbs grow weak, and dimness shades mine eye ; 

Friends — kindred — children^ dropping one by one. 
Beneath these walls now mouldering round me lie. 

My look is sad, my heart has shrunk in grief. 

Oh ! death when wilt thou come and lend a wretch 
relief. 



r2 
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C& ce6bh bubh<^ch <^i|i 3<^ch fliAbh, 
Ce$bh iK^ch b-c&ini3h {loimhe (iiAnih ; 

^chc ^mh^in qiom-shuch An bh|i$in. 

C& clfns » fiA nK^pbh leiT An n-sAdich, 
^0 nuAp ! IT ceAchcA bfioin buinn 1 1 
C& An ipiAch bubh le 31011 sApbh 
^^3 T^SP^^^h uAijie An bume mhAipbh. 

^In bu^Zy A uAfAil $13, mo ch]t^bhe ! 
bo TcpeAb 30 bubbAch An bbeAn-fi3he, 
^l mefthAn chiuin-uAi3neAch ^bhche, 
ly cumhAch bo bhibh p A3 eu3cAoineAbh. 
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ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF OLIVER 
GRACE.^ 

BY THE KLV. WILLIAM HAMILTON DRUMMOND, D. D. 



Dark, round the mountain^ tops, the vapours lower. 
And in unwonted gloom their beauty shroud ; 

Silent the noon, as midnight's solemn hour^ 
Save when the voice of sorrow mourns aloud. 

The sound of death is floating on the gale. 
Oh ! luckless hour ! oh ! tidings fiiU of dread : 

The hoarse-voiced raven tells a mournful tale. 
And sad proclaims the season of the dead. 

Was it for thee, O yout)j^ in love allied. 
Close to my bosom as the spirit there ; 

The Banshee, on the lonely mountain's side. 

Poured her long wailings thro' the midnight air ? 
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50 b(ibh<^ch buAi|tc le mAcAllA j 

^Jioji shlAoibh coille<^ch wK^fi bubh 3hn?Lch, 

Uch I ^ 'liTp&p 613, TOO chfiolbhe ! 
Ir i bo bh^r ^ c^ p ch<^oi6be<^6h ! 
Ir i bo bheip <^n U 'n <^ oibhche ! 
Ij* ^ bo bha|t An cumh^^ibh <^i|t bb<^^nibh ! 

^*l A3uinn Anoii*^ vdo bhpon ! 

^nn ?Lic <^n c-f A<^ <^chc c<^oibh <^'r b€^p\ 
TfillMbb be6fi, <^'r 3ul> A'r c<^<^b>i, 
^e^l^ bhihnii A'r bfure^bh cpcSbhe. 

Uch ! 6. bh&ir, bo le<^3 di chdibhce, 
bl&ich <^*T TC&wih <^|i n-3&3e ly <^ifibe, 
fVIo iiuA|t ! i1io|t rh^r^mh <^i)i bo bhu^h. 
5<^ii ceAp &fi n-bAdiTie bhul 't <^ii iMish. 

'^l rF^i|tlin3 lAnn bA ce<^nn <^ l^mh^ 
2I3 coT^^inc ceific <^ 3h<^o1l 'f A bh&imh, 
'^^^ot Tnhei|t3e <^ <^chAfi uAfAil yem, 
If U|imb(imh<^n bo fuAip clu A 3-c&n. 
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The seas and shores around each cavern'd bay, 

Sullen and sad re-echoed to her wail ; 
The shrill-voiced cock, loud herald of the day. 

Forgot his task, the coming day to hail. 

Yes, youth beloved ! her sorrovtrB dark and deep 
She poured for thee — ray soul's supreme delight ; 

For thee, what crowds in bitter anguish weep 1 
Crowds whose clear day thy death has changed to night. 

Since thou art gone, what voice our hearts shall cheer ? 

What now is left but grief's incessant flow ? 
The long and loud lament, the scalding tear. 

And all the agonies of hopeless wo ? 

Death, thy cold tempest, of its fairest bloom. 
And proudest, loftiest branch has disarrayed ; 

Thou deem'dst no triumph great till in the tomb. 
Oh ! luckless hour, our people's chief was Imd. 

When sword met sword, to guard his country's right, 
. Amongst her foes what terrors dealt he round ! 
Beneath his sire's victorious banners bright. 
Or Ormond's, far in foreign lands renowned. 
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^Jl bhioth bdile n^ Cufjice i^ip <^on chop, 
y^^ che$ibh bfi$in n&'p viP^^^P fieibhce^cli, 
H fhe^^lbhcWiit bhilir, 'r ^ chpolbhe c8urb^ 
Cfii bhi^T ^" ^iS-^bifi bubh mh^p ^ b-qt^bhibh. 

Orsbpe ce^pc <^inTne, A ^h\i^b^\m, 'y.A {teime, 
%'r oi3h|te ^ TT^ice ^nn 3<^ch <^p6 &'ei|nnn, 

60 3he^ll 30 le^ch-pi^ih 30 le^^h^n ^ 3h^3<<. 

4^1 nw^p p 60 bhibh <^ n-b&n 6o'n c-TeTTnb-'phe<^|i, 
Tlchz fcul 't &Ji ii-uAi3h 30 h-uAi3ne^ch 'n ^ Aon<^|t ; 
Uch ! IT cp(^ch iplK^bA ^ le n<^ 1$ ! 
It bpon C|toi6he b'K ch&li 30 .be$i3h ! 

It in&chi^ip 1 If cjiom f^ chGmh^ibh, 
^liji n-bul 30 lu<^ch b'& c&le A n-Gip, 
^lch<^ip A cl^mne, 't ^ ^^^^ 3hp^bh, 
Och ! It i bo fui^ip ^ cp^bh ! 

^i le^fif^ibh t^ <^ii p<^ch 30 beoi3h^ 
"p^^oi 3hle<^nncA bubh^ n<< t^^^^^ ceoibh, 
4|i chluuii:e<^p <^bh<^fic 30 binn <^3 t^ibe^^bb, 
^& 3uch <^ 3li^bhAp &^Ji bhemn <^ii c-tl&ibhe. 
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Not wont was Courtown * to be wrapped in clouds^ 
Dense clouds of sorrow which no light can chase ^ 

But now its faithful lord affliction shrouds^ 
Reft of the heir and glory of his race. 

Heir of his name^ his dignity and power, 
Heir of demesnes afar thro' Erin spread ; 

Like the strong oak majestic did he tower, 
And promised high to rear his branchy head. 

Far other lot his destinies ordain ; 

To feel the force of death's untimely dart. 
For him, his widowed partner mourns in vain ; 

No balm, for aye, shall heal her wounded heart. 

A mother she, in deepest wo opprest. 

Weeps for her first, sole love, her children's sire 

Snatched prematurely from her faithful breast : 
'Tis she, that feels affliction's fiercest ire. 

Ne'er in the chase, shall he with early morn. 
Sweep o'er the mist-clad hills by moor or lake ; 

Ne'er hear the stirring music of the horn. 
Nor sweet-voiced hound tlie mountain echoes wake. 
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^i{t << Tnh6|tbhAchc bo rhuic qiom-che$bh. 

•11 Umh bh|tonnc<^ch 30 "f^jm 'n ^ luibhe, 
^21 ch]toibhe fne^niYinAch mApbh s^n bhpi3h, 
XiSl n^ ccuit<^bh, ^yix c<^jtA nA m-b^|tb, 
f e<^|ic TK^ 3-ce6lp<^bh^ ch<^n<^T 30 h-i^{tb. 

f oluT <^n b&in ni p|t&ifin bo*b chUi, 

*2lchc c$Tnh|i^l)!ibh 30 h-^|tb wio chumh<^ibh, 
^i|f plle^bh bhGinn be$|t f^^oi bha|te 3Ach U^oi, 
'^lip ChuAmlM^ An Chu|t|U^ibh bo chp^bh mo ch|idfbhe. 
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Nor fly impetuous on the fleet youug steed. 
O'er fence or fosse, with many a rapid bound ; 

Marred is his beauty — checked the hunter's speed. 
And all his glory wrapt in shades profound. 

Cold is the hand that bounty opened wide ; 

Relaxed the heart with manly spirit strong : 
Fallen the hero's son, the minstrel's pride. 

The friend and guardian of the sons of song ! 

Tho' for no poet's lay his virtues call, 

Yet shall the muse my grief aloud proclaim ; 

With every closing day my tears shall fall, 
And on the tomb bedew my hero's name. 
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50 bei3he<^n<^ch ^*x Ph^buf ^^^ ne$ll, <^3 fuibhe bhomh 

Aip Tnh6|i-|-le<^r^ibh JVI^ish, 
5<^n <^^n 6e*ii cpabh bh<^ofibh<^ <^'Tn chiip^ ^'y wio TmuAimre 

fc*& feoU^bh chuwi f^m : 
C<^obh leiT An 6-cji6un-<^nihAiii mhop, 60 b'^^oibhinn ^ sUp 

*11'T c^'p bh'<^^h|tAch wio jigim-Te 'jtho che6l, 03 T3€fiTnhle 
be'n bh{ton bubh i^'m bhf.il ! 

^l n-eiTiTphe<^chb ascp^un-TcoifiTn mhSp, ^*m chimchioll <^i|i 
bh6|tbAibh Ti<^ C|i&i3h, 

^^ h 4m bhe<^3<^ <^3 zfih^e^rxn A 3-ce6il, ^'x T^'itn-chpi^firK^ 

<< Ti-3le$ibh-bhpuib n<^ Tn-b<^|t|t ; 
C13 nSull-bubh ^*x TP^P^^S c^^p c6ifi, 03 cAo|t-lAr^bh ^'x 

zoi\ine6iC}\ ix '^V^i 
^d i"peu|tchA <^3 b<^op-rhi1^bh be6p, le'p lion cuile w$p- 
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ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF JOHN 
CLARAGH MAC DONNELL.^ 

BY THE REV. WILLIAM HAMILTON DRUMMOND. D. D. 



As lonely, erst, on Maig's green banks reclined,' 
I gave my thoughts to fancy's bland controul ; 

The stream's soft murmurs mingling with the wind, 
Made music sweet and soothing to my soul. 

Soon changed the scene — ^the birds forgot to sing, 
Cow'ring and trembling in their leafy bowers ; 

Night robed the sun, blue flashed the lightning's wing, 
Sweird the brown flood, for heaven wept copious 
showers. 
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Ci3 T3<^6ch hA ni-lKj^n n-A^he<^ji6h<^ oy ^^ chomh^^ip, n^i 

Ti'x i^*wi l&iiiTihe<^t bA chAomh-chlot f^ n'bheSish n<^ n^oi 

n-3uch' bufch shlSp-shoncA c<(il, 
'll n-$in|:he<^ch6 be l&i3e<^6<^ii seoin, 30 namhne^ch 

<^TnhTi6iTnhdp ^^3 p&feh j 
" *2l ch-1^3hAin Mill, <^ii Uun ledc <^fi TS^^^ ^^P ^ 

rUolk^bh lAAe bomhn^ill chum b^ir/' 

If t^ 6a|t <^n Tp&|t-bh|tuin3e<^l wiWfi, le piomh C^lli$p€ nA 

3-c^lt6 ; 
" 4fi 6ho Aon fcuine A 'n-Ciimin if c6ifi, A chd^ne<^bh be 

3hl6ji-3huch ij ^P^j 
'll^ A chp&3hche bo yhAop-chup A 3-cl$bh, <^chc bh<^oibh-p 

A3UT bhATnh-T<^, A Tfhei^3h<^in ; 
t)a|t fejiitn mo |3eil leAc <^ifi b-diif , A't cdwu-p 30 b6u|W^ch 

A'm bhe&i3h ! 

" YS^ul b^pAch |tU3 c&m cA|t 3Ach rs^^* TS^ul ppiomh- 

3honcA, C|i8ibhe-1A3 <^n c&i* ; 
'jfS&ul b'&fi3hibh cfie 3h^u|t-nimh <^n bh|i6m, le'p fine<^b]i 

<^li le63<^n &if. l&|t ! 
^In c-<^en be chpabh 5*^^^^'^^^'^3^1^^T ^^ bheol^ mo 

chAomh-bhitolU^ch e$l3h<^ch 3<^chl&, 
Chu3 ip&ch A3UI' p&m <^nii 3<^ch |t6b, cAp t^^i^CTchibh nA 

h-eo|ip<^ 30 VKn. 
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Nine nymphs, and in their hands nine tapers flamed, 
Came nigh, with shrieks that filled the concave sphere, 

And thus, in voice immortal, loud exclaimed : 

"Weep, Bard, with us, o'er Donald's lowly bier." 

Then thus Calliope — *' In mournful lays. 
To none but thee of Erin's bards belong. 

With us to feel and weep— to sing the praise. 
And laud the virtues of the son of song. 

'* Dire is the tale--our lion sinks to rest — 
For him let sorrow pour the tearful stream ; 

Of all the Gael now I loved him best. 
Him of all bards that Europe boasts supreme. 

^* Lovely he bloomed, e'en as the oak exceeds 
The lowly shrub, all bards he passed afar ; 

Sweet was his song of high heroic deeds ; 
The minstrel's pride, the poet's polar star ! 
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" 3^^^'*^ Aoii&<^ mo TC$|t, bo b'^^oipbe ^ in$|i-ifnT TPi^il, 
60 fh^^ochiiuish nA h^y^ 3^1* che6ifch, 't nj^'ji fspiobh 

<^chc <^i|t mh$|t&h<^chb 'S^ch m&il ; 
'H cheiTYiibh Ann yn^^ qi&shcibh bubh chp^n, ^ bh-'piobh- 

iniT 'Pi^bhlA fiU3 b&|t|i, 
l)<< 3heu|i-chui3nreAch, <^^heA]t<^ch 'y An 3-ceol, 't ^^ 

phpiomh-choinseAl e$lin|- bo'n n-b^imh ! 

" CiseAf A't c6i|t-bheAch nA n-^l, Aji bh-p)U0Tnh-'philibh 

^i|tbh|teAchAch ^pb, 
60 it^bhfeAbh 3Ach bAoji-chair s^n c^bhbhAchc, b'^p 

T3liiobhAbh A' n-eolAy nA bh-'p&ish ! 
TPeAji sl^-sheAl, bA qt&shcheAch, ceAjic, cSip, bA bllfe 

bo*n ch'iiSinn cha|tc s^ch U^ ; 
'^oiT ^islimhim-p ope, A *2len-niheic nA s-comhAchc bo'b 

nAowh-bhpo3 30 reolcAp Ap n-b^mh ! " 

^In YeApc-Uoibh. 
^Ibh chUiib A t&, A Un-leAc, 'r it bp^n bo'n c-rluAsh, 
YeAp tiis^ch, T^mh, t&p-oilce A3 reoUbh yuAbh, 
bubh chUi bo*n n-b&imh &|ib-imr TP'^obhlA, ^uAfi, 
^In Tnonn-'pbUich Tfei^shAn CUpAch |7lAc &$wibnAill uAiy ! 
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'' A druid, in whose mind her honey-dew, 

As in a comb, did science richly store ; 
Kind was his heart, brave, generous, loyal, true. 

Great King of Heaven reward him evermore/' 

EPITAPH, 
Tis thine, broad stone, the relics dear to guard 

Of one deplored, who cold beneath thee lies ; 
The gentle Donald, Clare's illustrious bard/ 

The prince of poets, generous, good, and wise. 
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^0 chiimhAibh ! mo ch|ie<(ch ! too chno^b ! too bheo6h-loc ! 
|7lo ch}tei3hii>-niTOhe qie'TO ch|toibhe 30 b|te$1An ! 
|7lo 3huTO 3honc<^ A'y too chuipte i^iji veochch^nn, 
|7lo ch^le chTie<^fb<^ <^'t too bh<^iiAlc|t<^ cWfiAch ! 

CpeAch 60 le<^nbh 3^11 3h<^TTAchc le h-^3e, 
5<^Ti phuTO3 3UTC<^il *Ti ^ 3-ciTcei^n chuTO ytSifi bhSibh, 
5^Ti ^ipb, 3<^n bhuiTOe, i^ip uifio^fb^ibh qie^p^cb, 
^Icbc TOe^p z^ jti^TOh ^ Ti-6idi3h An $11-11. 

5i6h 3U|i TOhTOcbi3 TO$ <^ip TOipe ^ b-u^h An $ttA, 
IVy TiAch pAbhAT cliybe A3 cup lOTOAipe A 3-c$ip bhmc, 
.liOTO 't le'6 leinbh bA TObilif 60 choTOhAiple, 
'f TOop lAbhpAij- |:eAp3Ach Aip toAi&to 'n^ Aip noTO Iioto. 
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ELLEN HARTNAN, 

A MONODY, 
BY THE REV. WILUAM HAMILTON DRUMMOND, D. D. 



Oh WO 1 oh sorrow ! thro' my heart have sped 
Griefs rankling barbs^ and left their poison there ; 

Spouse of my soul ! now mouldering with the dead ; 
Nurse of my babes ! oh gentle, kind, and fair ! 

Ah ! hapless babes, now left forlorn to weep ; 

Them fortune'cheers not — no kind friend receives ; 
No guardian teaches wisdom's paths to keep — 

No, none but me whom grief of sense bereaves. 

Though oft from home and thee, perverse and blind ! 

Neglecting all, I drank the maddening bowl ; 

To me thy looks and voice were ever kind, 

. Kind thy advice and balmy to my soul. 

s2 ' 
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^\ -phe^^c^i* Cu ^i|i mipe <^3 c^bh<Ci|tc mionn^ 'ti& moibe, 
*2l'i' nf chit<^U^bh tO ^3 U^bhAipc 30 c|toni ^ip chimh^pf^in ; 
le tIiATiic nt'p chuipiy piii3inn 'n{< Ye6iplin3, 
Iti^mh chum yuime, 3ui6him ^uipe 30 6eoi3h le<^c ! 

^n l& bo cuipe^bh, mo chuip|% ! cu <^ip feoch Ann, 
'X ^ oibhche poimhe, 'n uAip chon<^ipce<^r cu A'6 rhop<^mh, 
Ch&mi3h 6hX 6-qiK^n m*A^|*e 6'A$n-c-Tiiim, ^x 661311 liom, 
60 mhe<^ch mo chpoibhe, mo bhi«3h 'suy m*oi3e ! 

S^bh^im le h-Aiy $ mh^c nA h-0i3he n-6iu6h, 
5up imip opm be<^pc le ce^pc nA c$p<Cch, 
Ir cu bhpeich uAim 30 luAch <^ip ipeochch^^nn, 
|VlAp n&'p chuilleAj- 60 mh^ich bhach bh-|:<^6 A 3-comh<^i|i 
lionu 
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Ne'er did I see thee wound a neighbour's fame, 
Ne'er heard thee raise a rough and clamorous voice ; 

Ne'er wert thou slow to grant the sufferer's claim, 
For which, in heaven, oh may'st thou aye rejoice I 

Alas ! the day that saw thy beauties fade, 

Ere the last night had stretched thee in the tomb > 

Age came upon me, all my strength decayed, 
Grief froze my heart and withered all my bloom. 

Though dire the blow, I vow before high heaven 
'Twas just, and reverenced be its just decree j 

Just, to resume the blessing it had given. 

Too great such blessing for a wretch like me ! 

Yet must I mourn, since death, that tyrant dread I 

Still ruthless, stern, inexorable found. 
Such tragic horrors has around me spread, 

And left my soul in deep affliction drowned. 
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coine'2i6r) eii£)r)MOi^fc h\)\ie'iizr\<t]7i}c\) 



11 e^^bhmoinb bhpedchrK^ich, ^ chuii *x ^ shp^^^h mo 

chl^bh ! 
4^0 chufnh^i5h ! 5^n cuj-^ <^5ut rne-p <Ci]i bh^|t{i ^n 

c-yl^bh, 
6o che<^iiii ^nn in'uch6 A't m^ <^3 f^Abh 6o bh&l, 
^ 50 b-ci^bh-^^ip-pinn zu-^x^ le conK^niiy <^ 5hp&6h ! o*n 

n.6u3. 

Iji h-t <^n sh^och-p <^ n-t<^p n^ ^n fhe<^pch^imi-|'o ^ 

4]& fiop-chu|i mo TnuifiCTpe 6*^^13 c^n^ mo shpu^bh, 
•Jlchc <^n coon<^&-comne bhibh e<^b|tAmn ^ip yhli^bh h^n 

n^ ccu^ch^ 
5up b'l <^n fceishiiin fib 60 choii3bh^ibh cu bhibh lAn 30 

bpu<^eh. 
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EDMOND WALSH, 



A PASTORAL DIRGE. 



Oh Bdinond 1 choice and portion of my heart, 
Wert thou but with nie on the mountain's height ; 

Could soft endearments life again impart, 

I'd clasp thy death-cold form with fond delight. 

Ah ! shall we ne'er again together trace 
The mountain of cuckoos* soft, grassy steep ; 

In Dinan's depth is found thy dwelling place ;* 
How light all other woes, when this I weep ! 

For thy pure soul ascends my ceaseless pray'r, 
A fearful vision tells me thou art gone ; 

In Loughree's tide thy corse the fishes share. 
And feast upon that form where beauty shone. 
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^iflms bh|i&5e chon<^ipc n^ c€ubch<C bume, iti^'T yiop, 

l)]ioiin<^ini T^m b'^n^ni 51^156^1 bo fTlhuifte suj* 60 Chptoix, 
'I* 60 cholUnn ch<^ofnh b*K polUbh <^3 €113 ^ip U^p loch<^- 

C& c6mh<^ibh '3UT b^ille <^ip shlMnn 'r <^ip choinne, <^'i- 

ce$bh ^ip 3<^ch &p6, 
C& eSubchi^ buine ^3 cumh^ibh Y <^3 lonK^bh <^3 fiop-3hul 

3<;chia, 
CpS C^bhrnonb mhiliT, <^^-niheic ^huipe, cp«^6 60 

6h^nt:<^bh c<<ch ? 
b'$u3 cu-T<^ <^n chp<^obh-mhulU(ich bWbh <^ip ch^obh ^n 

c-Tl^ibhe bh^m ! 
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In mist the mount is clothed, the vallies mourn, 
The poor bewail thy loss, their hope is fled ; 

Ah ! who shall now relieve their state forlorn. 
The tqpmost branch of Slieve bawn's side is dead. 
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b'2ii<hci5r)e5i]i<»i^i ibt)ezi6r)'ucr). 



1|* |:<^b<^ me ^^ifi bu<^ibh{te<^mh 'x S^^i |ti<^i|ic«^|* ^m bh^il, 

linn <^|ipAin3 3<^n fu^i^Ailc le ni$|i-cheAn3h<^l SpJ^bh, 
Cp6 ch<^ichne<^?nh A ch<^bh<^i|ic 60 iru^ipe n<^ ycudb- 
Iphoilce bpe^sh, 
hubh chpiOfK^lU^ch, bu<^lAch <^ip lu<^ch-chpioch 50 f^^iU 
'I* T plup n<^ ni-b<^n 6h6n-n<^-ni-bApc, bhe chpu n<^ bh- 
^«^|i n-euchc<^ch 1, 
Yitili shi^p bo'n n-bimc-iphe^^ii bhibh 3-cpu^bh-ch<^ch n^ 
b-pilleup T, 
U^i|*le 6he 'n cap t i Chill-ch<^i|"e ^n yti^ic, 

^21 cpu<^bh-chui|-le 6hTpe<^ch t^ 3-cpoi6he wih<^ich 3<^n 

It bpei^3h, be^ij ^ ^^uch^in, 'y ^ b-^ub^n 3^n ceTmbiollv 
' 'Y ^ 6^ nih<^lA ch<^oU^ m^p ch<^$n.c<^pp<Cin3 pTnn ; — 
71 be<^pc<^6h bhpe&3h, p€ulc<^ch wK^p ch^onih-e<^lA <^ip tinn, 

^21 b^li-<^ni-3hob chpoibhe<^p3 'x ^ ^-^^ ch<^ilce ch^oil ; 
It c<^oin, ce^pc ^ cpolbhe 3e^l, 3<^n mbuibbe^mh <^'t ^T 
66^pc<^ch T, 
Pptoinh-chei^pc 3Ach |fTop-iphWich ^*x b'T^^op-rc^ich nd 
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THE LADY IVEAGH/ 

AN ODE. 
BY EDWARD LAWSON. 



Bereft of repose^ I am destined to languish 

In hopeless desire and incurable anguish, 

For the maid of fair tresses, whose ringlets of gold. 

Her fine figure with graceful profusion enfold. 

The flower of her sex, of heroical line. 
Kin to Desmond and Ormond in battle divine ; 
Her pure noble blood from a heart without stain, 
Swells with generous emotions the pulse of each vein. 

In her forehead of snow oVr her star-sparkling eyes, 
Arch'd brows like fine hair-strokes with dignity rise ; 
From her soft ruby lips and small ivory teeth. 
The blithe air is embalm'd by her delicate breath. 
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]T6ilnonTi n^ 5-cui3e<^bh<^, 'x ^ ^T Tnumce 'y ^x bp^sh, 
p6upU^ 3<^n ponnc^l ^suy coltip c^ilce i fe'ir^y. 

Z^ Tbeip-blie<^n bhpe^^sh bh6uT<^ch <^ip ^r\ i-r^obh^yo ihe 
*Ti b-np, 
'1*1 plup n^ ni-b<^Ti TnAop6h<^ ^^x ^P ^^ m-be^^ch mm, 
6'Ap chuiplins <^n n^omh-ypiop^^b le 6<^on^chc 'n ^cpoT&he, 
T* 1 cotup c<^ilce <^Ti qi^n-^rhuil ^'r 3<^n ^en cho5^l qiib: 
'I* 6e fhp&^^wih-che^^pc n^ n-3poibhe-^he<^p 6 iphtop-Ch^ipoU 
t)e<^bhen|- i, 
|*&Tnh-bhe<^n tk^ n-b&sh-bhe^^pc be chpe^^n-iphuil ii^ 
lAoch Tne<^p i, 
phemcT c<^p rpitich 3up ch&plins 'n d U^imli, 

b*^ &ice<^Tnh TiK^p fbomplA, 3up bh'-piis <^ici An bh<<pp. 

21 l&imh wihin 3hpe<^ncA, n^c<^ Aip i^^UbhpAc ^ Tcpiobh^T, 

loinse^^l' <^ip cp^un-mhuip <^3UT ^unWich Aip chp<^oibh ; 
4^ ctiiT Tnui6hiwih A3 b^clnbh, T3up l& le ceApc An ipUoT 

rhu3 l{(pn wAc ^l^i-on 'n A chAoUbhApc chAp rolnn : — 
'I* I lonnpA&h CCU13 3.c$i3eAbh1, 'x^ ^x muince/j- ^x bpe<<L3h, 

Yi(ip-3hAp 6o'n biiiic-vheAp *x ^^ TfhuiliobhJin b^pAch 1 
lAplA cheApc fcheApnhumhAn A 6heApnili(i6 bu6h ch&im, 

T 3^^^ ^^^^}} ^3 ceAchc chjiichi 6 3lilAT-Thiuip 30 ^^x* 

C<< 6hi< mhAmA neAcA Aip A h-AeUbp^3hAi6 bhpe<^3h, 
mhm, 
'X ^ piob leAbAip, 3hl$i3cAl, mAp cheub-chopAbh An 
fcpcT3hin ; 
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Kind, cheerful, and bounteous, without ostentation, 
The light of the province, the pride of the nation ; 
A pearl without flaw, a meek innocent dove. 
Her enchanting politeness compels us to love. 

Pure as virginal honey ; the spirit divine. 
Descending, her heart made humanity's shrine ; 
And such her perfection, that none of the fair 
To vie with my Phoenix of beauty must dare. 

On the smooth snowy silk her light fingers portray. 
Ships that sail thro' rich landscapes, and birds on the spray; 
She eclipses the goddesses vaunted of old. 
And would win Jason's fleece, and the apple of gold. 

Her round polish'd neck, and her soft heaving bosom, 
Are white as the hawthorn's delight^breathing blossom ; 
Unaffected and affable, witty and wise. 
Both Helen and Deirdre must yield her the prize. 

Say, glory of bards ! to whose judgment I bow,' 
Have I hazarded ought that truth must not avow ; 
How could I from praising this angel refrain, 
Of the right royal lineage descended from Spain. . 
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C|te bhinnedchc K b^Un bo chpii3 p^n ^ pbiob, 

Cpoibhe ; — 
T^ $i3h-mhin n<^ n-osh-ch^^om b'lpSnie^^T Mp chlei|t 3^ch 
^chz 
6'$|i6 Ch|iioT6 ; ^^n mhofiphoimp, chtw^oich 3^ch lAoch 

&^p5pe ^n b&b-3hil 3up 3h$ill 6hip <^n b<^pp, 
*H Ti-5<^o6hKill-che!|ic, <^ n-fc<^&i6h<^chc, ^ bh-|:eile *j ^ 
cc<(iU 

r<^ mo Imp <^3 6ul chu3<^i:-T<^, ^ u3hb<^ip 3<^ch f^r^h, 
'X Tn&Y cp^u|-<^nn le i-cpufe^bh t, noiT iimhlui3him ^^oi 
b*UiTnh ;— 
*2lchc 3up ^3 cp{^chb<Cbh <^ip <^n |T&ic-bhe<^n, bhpei^3h, 
mh^nlA, bubh mheinn le<^ni A bheich, 
'"^ ^ Tnop-chui|"le<Cbh^ibh 6hTpe<^cli^ riK^p <^ j-cpTobhch^p 
*T e<^6h l$i3hche<^p ^ 3-ce<^pc, 
"^13^6 c«^pc-^hu<^ibhce <^nn j^n mh^p-f huil 60 b'-phe&pp, 
be chpe<^bh che<^pc n<^ p'fo3h1 bo Th1olpui3h o'n |*p&iiin. 
71 wi-btobh re<^3hlAch chum yuifehce A3UT x^Z^^ ^^^ 3<^ch 
&p6 chui3e, 
'll3lrioll <^3 u<^|*^l <^3 3pu<^3<^ibh *x ^3 T^i3hibh yuilc ; 
C^ichT3he <^3 3<^ir3e<^6h<^ibh bheich <^3 3le<^c<^tbhe<^chc le 
mn<<ibh, 
lls^X V^l^^h6. 3Un^ lTomhch<^ ^nn b'K 3-cuimh6e<^chc 
5<^ch qi^ch. 
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To whose splendid abodes hospitality's hand. 
Was open alike to the good and the grand ; 
Where pknty prerided,. and champions renown'd, 
Presenting their trophies by beauty were crown'd. 

^ While sweet fluent poets with rapture inspir'd — 
Symphonious to melody chaunted untir'd — 
Applauded their action? and those of their line. 
And inflam'd them the deeds of their sires' to outshine. 
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le C^6h3 5^o6hUch. « 



Opi^bh ^3UT ei3hwihe<^chc nK h-Ci|ie<^n qiib 6, &-qie^|i, 
^Itchoft b^^ji ^sui* Cfthm bo'n [Tlhir-Tphuil mh^p^ 
ye^fi jTiilbhiii Teiinh ^ s-cp^ nK lUibhe ]p<^cT 'n bh-|:66, 
'X ^ 6onnch<^6h qi^n, l)h^ile-^obh<C, mo inhile bp$n ! 

b|i6n <^5UT cOmhi^ibh qie fyih(i|-C|i^16he c<<]1|ti^ 30 pitgimh, 

C]i^i]i n<C n-6uichce<^6h<^ ^ 3-cUii6 ip^dT le<^c<(ibh 30 -pdon 

C$ip Ti<^ b-pjtio?inT<^6h<^ 6*(i|i-chpAoibh Ch<^ipll n^ p^qr* 

'I* <^ n-3leSibh nA b-ce<^nn-3hniomh &'ioniipi3he<^bh 

TK^h^ib le -p^^cbb^^p, 

Y<^o'p, YUinne^^wih, ^x V^M^^m^, 6.*x ^uchc ti^'p chl&ich, 
7Vx cpe<^n-'phe<^p cuiTle<^n h^ mhipe, n^'ji cU^otbhe^bh 

30 h^Xf 
TP^ile, coni<^nn-Te<^pc, ^*x ^^5P ^ ''^'^^ ^^ 3h&bh<^ibh, 
fin cp(ei3hche <^ti bhile, 'x ^^ chupp^inn ! 'x ^" ''"^'P 

l^^ci l&p ! 
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ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF DENIS 
MAC CARTHY/ 

BY EDWARD LAWSON. 



TTie iigh and wail of Inisfail ! her hero is no more, 

In the cold clay, the good, the great, lies weltering in 

his gore ; 
Ah fatal shot ! each noble stem with him is now laid low, 
The lord of vast and rich domains — ^unutterable woe ! 

Woe wide and wild through M uskry's vales ! beneath the 

moss-grey stone, 
The prince of Cashel's regal branch lies powerless and 

alone ; 
His keen-edg'd blade in battle's front flash'd withering 

lightnings round. 
His matchless might and hardihood be ever more 

renown' d ! 

VOL. II. T* 
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t&p ^ ni^ichioT^^, ^x Tn<^i|t5 ^ 5-ceill 30 qi&rh ! 

uil, ip&l, 
^'p iph?%5<^ ch<^p<^b if^&\ rhe<^pnioinri clo6h<^ipe pi^mh, 
*IItp^i6, ^ 3-c^ch<^ip, n^ <^ 3-c<^pc<^ip y:^ 3hpeibhin 3<^ii 

pi<^p. 

jli^^p^che n^ n-i<^plA6h<^, iplAch<^, 6Jx luch6 l&shinTi, 
']Pi^3h^i6he 3<^n Tpi<^)!pui3he b<^ p<^lK^ipne<^ch ni&nn, 
C& 6i<^bh<Ci6he<^chc, ci<^ll-ehinn,ce<^TiTK^Tr ^'T c<^OTnh<^chr, 
^<^ n-bi<^n-lui6he 'p<^oi'n li<^ch-li3 le'p c<^iTce<^6h ^n 
U6ch. 

l^^ech 3poi6he bhe'n phpeinih-<Cip6 Ch^pprh<^ich 3hilj uip, 
60 p$i6h«^6h 6htnn, s^ch fe^^^p-ThiK^ibhin 6i^ b-n3e<^6h 

'n <^p 3-cionn, 
^Ip 3-c&lli6heAchc, ^p 3-c<^eTnh-6hibhe<^n, <^p b-c<^c<^6h 

T 3"P c&nip$Tr ^^n chAebh 5<^e16hil tti 6hul m^pbh ^' 
n-uip. 

'y ^r\ (iip 6 coi3le<^6h 6onnch<^6h <^ 3.Cill-chp€ di-|i<^p, 
fVl^^p chuile bhopb, 3i6h pilbhip, c<^oTn, -f&nih, |m<^1; 
b<^ ch6n3nKinh co|-<^nc^ <^*t cochui3hche b*& bhUibhm 

-p&ii pi<^mh 
C^ <^n buichche plUrnh 'r "^'l Fl^J^^^h 6e*n c-pil ^j^ n' 

^6.bh6.bh. 
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Benamn'd, conspicuous in tbe van, wliile trumpets peal'd 

to arms, 
Wav*d his bright crest, till death^s sad hour invincible in 

arms; 
Yet mercy stay'd his conquering hand, still generous 

and just, — 
Alas, our stately pine lies stretch'd in ruin on the dust. 

Dust hides the comeliest of mankind, munificent and 

brave. 
Who never fail'd his friends from foes and dungeons drear 

to save ; 
The great and learn'd he entertained, and all their worth 

combin'd, — 
'Neath yon grey stone that marks his grave each virtue 

lies enshrined. 

Enshrined with this illustrious branch of Carthy's 

vigorous tree. 
Our prop, our spear and shield, from wrong and want 

who kept us free j 
A foaming torrent, when arous'd he swept the embattled 

plains ; 
The country's desolate ! — not one of all his race remains. 
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It jiK^bh 'x ^T ^<^Ti^i4 ^^ cblAnndibh clieipc ^uiiih^n 

60 3<^ch bi<^bhc<^ch 'pWiche<^Tnhml, Y^ijipns i chiumh^iT 

&e'n rjiK^rh-vhuil Chdppch^^nihdil Ch^^ipll bo bh|iii3^bh 
Uichr cein. 

h^ che^nn le rp^n, 't bu6h fh^mh le bp^s^^m bhlobh U^5, 
5J6h 3U|i le<^bh<^i|t 6^ pfeim m'p 6h<^ep y^P 6e<^lbh tiA 

pe<^chc ! — 
CAto ni^ cU^&i •11 ^ mh&nn tii'|i cui3e<^bh ^'m Tnhe^^T, 
T 3"P ^^''l' ^P S-cl&p, mo liun ! 6 o<^ille^bh <^n ipe^ft ! 

'TPw^p ^^otbhinn, Te<^n3<^-choipp, ^Vei^e^l, Op, 

bubh irhuibhre p«^pT<^, h^ rh<^irhne<^Tnh^iche 36113 ^*t 

cum, 
bubh 6hipe<^ch Te^^T^wh, bubh rh<^|K^ibh, be^^jf eubcpom 
fiubhAl, 
21't li <^n c-yne<^chc<^ 'n ^ le<^c<^ibh, qie U^T^bh nA 3-c<^op 

Snuir 3hp^bhTnh<^p, it inline b'K bh-pe<^c<^bh.T^ ¥^T> 
ptibhc^ip chp&ibhce <^ip <^n Tn-b<<T TK^ch b-cu3 upp^^in? 
bo'b T»»nobh ! 
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Remains ? ah yes ! immured for life in solitude they pine^ 
The last of Munster's genuine stock, Mac Carthy*s royal 

line; 
Dissimulanoii and deceit were odious in his sight. 
Oh ! with his funeral torch is quench'd our clergy's holy 

lighi. 

Light, vigorous and erect his form, of symmetry the 

mould. 
Created to command and charm the beauteous and the 

bold; 
The berries' glow through new-fallen snow was blended 

in his cheek. 
His gracious smile proclaimed his soul benevolent and 

meek. 

Meek but majestic in his mien ! oh death ! thou, only 
thou. 

Durst unabashed, unawed, confront that calm command- 
ing brow ; 

Grim spoiler hence, who Erin plunged in deep and 
cureless anguish, 

The last of our Iberian line alas ! in bondage languish. 
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Chfin^h 5h|i^n6<^ nA 3^136^ n^^'p fhilli|t 30 beoi3h ! 
6'}Mii3 3^(1-5^"^ ^ s-cl^Lp-loipc, le h-iom^|tc<^iMi bp^in. 

l)p$n 6e<^cpAch ! n<^ch ni<^i|ie<^nn <^chc Tptop-blie^^s^ii ! 
&he n<^ le$3h<^in cIk^Ityk^, 6he shlAn-iphuil n<^ |li%h Q*ti 

bii6h cheinne^pK^ch <^ l&p ni<^ch^ipe no <^ 3-cofc^p 

luch6 c<^iT3che ii^ h-e<^3luiTe, lucfic speinn A'l" yri^ip. 

yc^ip bhoilbh m<^p bo chloiTe<^nn pbh clAdibhce -j^^nrx 
5un b*6*n b% choi3le<^T 3<^ch pollAbh 'c^ n-b<^epbhpoib 

zh6Xl, 
[Vl<^p bh^pp b^.iAii" ^ip ^p m-bochc<^ine<^chc, bo cl<^o1bh- 

e<^bh 'n ^ 3-cionn, 
.^Zlp T3i<^ch-choTrn<^iinh, <^p ii-upr<^> Ap n-b1be(^n, 'i" ^p 

3-ce<^nn. 

Cc^nn-cpe6p<^ch n^ TP$bU, ^3ur ^"'''^"•3 ^^ n-5<^obh^l. 
Ce<^nn-coT3e <^n leos^n, bo upf^^ <^nn 3^ch ceim, 
Ce<^nn b'|!$ipe<^bh bo po-bhoichc, <^'r b'Ci^slmi- fre, 
bo che^nn c$ipi3hche ^ 3-c$TOhp<^inn cuif oyrK^ ^3U|* 
6i3hmhe<^chr. 
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Languish! oh melancholy tale ! defeated, in disgrace, 
In dens and chains the last remains of lordly lion race ; 
And worst of woes, our spear and shield, prime leader 

of the Gael, 
Mac Carthy More is lost, and long we're doom'd to sigh 

ami waiL 
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016 60 C\)l2l<t]^'ii}h\) fAWenbJ). 
^lonshuT TTK^c 6oi3hin Ui 6h<<Ui3h pi chdn.' 



6i<^ libh ^ Uoch|t<Cii)h 5h<^oibhiol, 

^A cluiiire<^|i clAoibhce<^chc ofip^ibh, 

]ti^inh nioji' chuille<^bliA|t m<^TU^bh, 

11 n-<^ni c^zh^ n^ C03<^i6h. 

6eunc<^|t libh coinshlic (^Im^ 

^ bhuibhe^^n ^imishlAn -p^^oilceAch, 

'^P^^ cbe^nn bliuji bh-pe<^ji<^inn 6uchch<^ii" 

Puipr (iji-3hoipc inire 5^w6hiol. 

[Vl&6h i^l libh ^3p^6h eipe^^nn, 

71 3h^ni<^'T6h ceinie<^nn 3-cii66h<^, 

^A Te<^chnui6h ^uchc n& iop3huil, 

^A c<^ch<^ niionc<^ m^ii^. 

'^Pe&pii bheich 6. TO-b<^jip<^ibh ipu<^iji-bheAnn, 

71 bh-'peicbe^nih |*hu<^n 3he&p|t 3hpinnnihei^p, 

713 Teil3 cpobi^ ^\i }:eAin e<^chqi<^nn, 

'5^ bk-ipuil }:e<^p<^Tin bhup *pTi|-e<^p. 

f/io {^t mMl gup h-<^3p<^6h libb-j-e, 

jVI<^3h hyfe no liof CeAmhp<^, 
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ODE TO THE MILESIANS. 



BY EDWARD LAWSON. 



God shield you, champions of the Gael, 
Never may your foes prevail j 
Never were ye known to yield, 
Basely in the embattled field. 

Generous youths, in glittering arms, 
Rouse at glory^s shrill alarms ; 
Fight for your green native hills, 
And flowery banks of flowing rills. 

Ireland, to avenge or save. 
Many a conflict you must brave ^ 
And on rough crags in storms and snows. 
Snatch a short though sound repose. 
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^0 mTn-chUp Cpui^chiK^ [Vle<^bhbh<^ ! 
It bich cuiitihne, ^ ch1Ann<^ [7ltle<^6h, 
'^Ponii |i€i6h n<^ pTsh-lioT n-6<^ich-3he<^l, 
Cu3 opp<^ibh 3<^n ^3jK^6h C<^ilre<^n 
^0 t^zh cjiioch fVI?Li3hjie<^ch ni<^iTrbe<^P. 
^ c<^ch<^ lui6h nA lAmh^i3h, 
Cu3 opp<^ibh, <^ 03bh<^ibh blwteUi^, 

to nihe<^p-Thlu<^3h 3iipnh<^|i 3<^ll6<^. 

2lchz n^ch 6eoin le 5i^, ^ Cijie, 

^ibh Vs ch&le bo chon3rK^TOh, 

^1 bheibh bhu|i in-bu<^i6 ^ w-^^nyihe^iChz 

2I3 T'lu<^3h cjiioch l^bTnhe<^ch lonb<^in. 

C{t^bh liorn eAchqw^inn bA bh-ip%hp<^6h 

Pi03hiK^i6h TpobhU^ \ ^ n-oipe<^chc, 

'X i'<^ch 3$ijiche<^|t biobh *n ^ n-biiclich<^Tr 

2lchc ceicheipn cuch<^l coille ! 

'X 1^6 Tp^in ^ n-3leAiinc<^ibh 3<^|tbh<^ 

"U^oich bh<^nbh<^ be<^3 6'<^ le^^chqiom, 

'2I3UT fonn niin ^n chU^iji-Tfeo Ch|tionihch<^in, 

2I3 ye^bhi^in Tphiochmh^ip €^chcponn. 
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Slow to wrest your father's land 
Frobe foreign spoiler's hand ; 
You forget its fields of flowers. 
Its stately palaces wad towers. 

Not for lack of heart or nerve. 
Bloated foreigners we serve ; 
Would to heaven, united all. 
We resolved to stand or fail. 

Oh grief of heart ! proscribed at home, 
Dispersed, our chiefs and princes roam 
Through gloomy glens and forests wild, 
Hunted like wojves — banditti stiled. 

While a rude remorseless horde, 

O'er our lovely vallies lord ; 

Their vengetiil hosts, who round us close, 

Rob my long nights of sweet repose. 

Nor till you prostrate them in gore, 
Can rapture thrill my bosom's core ; 
Empurpled squadrons bright in arms. 
Your perils rack me with alarms. ■ 
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5^ch jiun feill 6A bh-^puil chu3c>K^, 

buibhe^n fh^6X cliu)t<^bh 3-co3ch<^ 

*Y 6i li^ch fi&nih<^ <(|t n <^ n-30TK^bh, 

bo bhap o|K^m cobhiA co|t|iAch. 

*lln qi&ich bhei|i'c lAoich lAishe^n 

Cfnn 6e^i3h-iphe<^ii ct&ip ik^ 3-cu|t<^&h, 

bui^ibh €dchqi<^nTi ^n c)i)t<^oi Chmnn p 

W m' <^i3ne pilbhip fubh^^ch. 

&ubh<^ch bhitn-TC u<^ip oil>e 

[VlA|t beipib bhu<^ibh ik^ T^oiitiphe^^p, 

't|<^ 30illp c<^p conn-mhuip 

bo chomhloch 3<^Tp<^bh 5<^dibhioL 

Itofi 3le$ibh bo lAochp<^ibh lAnn-3huipTny 

5<^bh^l p<^3hn<^ill feiA b^ fi-bfbe^fi, 

[Aiiib ^ n-3u<^iTe 'x ^' n-3le<^nii x© 

60 chuip mo nihe<^nni<^ <^ nnne^pc. 

bt6. Ie6 <^3 lulbhe 't <^3 eip3he, 

Cp&n-|!hip ly qieife 6^, b-c<^clw^p, 

6i<^ 'tk^ Te<^T<^nih 'y nA luibhe, 

leo 't ^ b-qK^ch cupchA <^n ch<^ch<^. 



ODEd^ ELEGIES^ ETC. 285 

No less will glut their savage hate, 
Than root and branch to extirpate : 
God guide and guard you day and night, 
And chiefly in the dreadful fight. 

Forth warriors, forth, with heaven to speed. 
Proud in your country's cause to bleed ; 
They best may hope the victor's wreath. 
Whose watch word's " liberty or death." 
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"^pe^^p <^3 ^ cc<^c *^ 3n1omh^ 'peinni&h, ** 

]te^p c^ip Cpu^ch<^ ** bo chuibbmhe ; * 
Or cU^niK^ibh bpi^m [Vlheic €^c}u^ch 
It ^ cl^chop ^ ITT cuibhbhe. ' 



■ T<^e3hlAnn (eA6hon) bpache<^mh no CT3he<^pn<^. — ** r<^p 
TpbeAp^^nn ^^\i birb <^ n eipinn. — *^ A3<^ bh-puiL — '^ 3'^iT3i6he. 
— ^ <^llAnib ipioTeu3<^i3h. — *" cob<^p ye<^3yA (e<^6ho?i) b^iiin. 
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ODE TO BRIAN NA MURTHA O'ROURKE. 



BY JOHN D'ALTON. 



O'er heaven-favoured Breifhy a chieftain commands, 
In whom all endowments of excellence join ; 

There is not a hero in Erin's green lands, 

Equals Bryan who dwells on the science-loved Boyne. 

A Tanist presides o'er the race of Hy Bnin, 
The worthy descendant of Eochy the king : 

O'Rourke and O'Conor shall grow into one. 
And the hills of each Croghan with happiness ring. 

Siu^nr 

Kn3he<^jni<^. — ^ C|iu<^chi^n Chon^^chc. — ' coimhche<^n3<^l. — 
^ cli<^ch chi3he<^)tn<^ op (e<^6hon) ci3he<^|in<^ no ]li. — * op 
ime^^ll clic^ch imeM. 
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60 m bpK^n <^ |ie " c^^ch^ 

beuT 601 b^lc^ " bhi <^3 bobhnK^mb ; 
^ chu3 $ po 3h<^bb <^ iobhn<^ ® 

&li3hcbe<^p molAbh cech «» -pl^^ch^^ ; 

60 bhen m be<^plA puTb^^cc ' 

60 bhpK^n TOO 6burlip<^chc n^rh<^.* 

^ h<^il 5o bhe<^pU^ pufb^^cc 

In tipThlAc bo -phpei^imh ']phe<^p3n<^ ; 
ipu<^ip eil ^^\i r\^ colluibh 
"^pil ^p bpu chob<^ip ye<^3hTd. 

CuTO<^ aphipc * IT <^icce 
60 bhpK^n 3<^n <^i3neA6h mei^bhU ; " 
^1 3ii&ch 3e<^lU^6h 3^n comh^^ll 
60 clochi^nb ^ chineoil ']phe<^p3iK^. 



" ^n Am. — » "pionn fVI<^c CtiTOh^il. — ** ^pTO<^.— p <^ 
Tblmne^n, — "* 3<^ch. — ' ni be^^pU^ bob<^ch. — • ^^ifbe no 
e<^lAbhfi<^ TOoU^. — * loiK^nn <^p&bh<^ 60 A bheich ^13 buine 
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Sincere are our praises of Breifny's great lord. 
Like the father of Oisin in story renown'd ; 

Since the hour when a stripling he first drew the sword. 
Where the foe dar'd to meet him he never gave ground. 

But what were the sword, if the harp should be mute. 
Or the deeds of the hero if silent the Bard ; 

Be mine the proud strains that his dignity suit, 
And ril oflTer to Bryan a minstrel's reward. 

Old Boyne ! from the days I have wandered thy streams, 
Or mused in the forests that shadow thy face ; 

'Twas the theme of my wishers, the thought of my dreams, 
To sing the green scion of Feargna's famed race ! 

Well is the rapture of eulogy due, 
To him in whom treachery never could lurk j 

Whose promise is sacred, whose friendship is true. 
The glory of Feargna, the gallant O'Rourke. 



ion n1 eibipc (e^^bhon) p^^bh no cu<^it<^T3bh<^il. — ° ^eille. — 
^ onn (ei^bhon) cloch, cloch (e<^t>hon) clu, clochonn (eAbhcn) 
Ci^pitclK^, cliuchech c$Tnhnui5he<^ch 30 bu<^n; 

VOL. II. u 
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In iK^ch Yhoijicce^^blw^ch ^ bholbh^im * 
bo bhftK^n TK^p TphoshUnm <^iiibhle; y 
<t\i bhi^ ne^c ^chc b^ mhoUbii 
Cce<^n fvioch<^ oyccuit ^^inbhfni". 

'Zlji & Tnh^b bo nice * chuicce 

'Yn^ch biulc buine <^)t bituim uh<^lmh^n ; 
Ce <^ c& wSp cru<^ch bi<^ chu|t5n<^nih * 
ly ins uit3n<^mh bi<^ chi^psni^tnh. ^ 

^ip chuill itk^mh <^cc buAp *" colAbh 
*2lp chfK^nn coft^^ibh |ti bfteiirne ; 
fyio che^n ap bAji <^b cobn^ch ^ 
'Zln ce n<^ii chollTC^^ish * ip&le. 

Cpeibhe Chon<^i|ie Cu<^lAnn 
71 ni-l)pi<^n b^n bu^nAnn ' buime; 
^p e<^TlAbhp<^ « i|- Ap <^oibe *» 
Ij- <^p 3he<^ll s^^oij-e * o 3<^ch buine. 



^ ^^n^^iybe bhopch<^. — * chum^im. — y ^^nihn^ipe, ^m- 
Tph&le no olc^^y. — ^ bo chui3. — * cosbh&il no,ullnfihu5h<^bh. 
— ^^X msn^^mh nf b^i^sh^^il b& ch<^ch<^nih. — *^pAnn no 
-poci^l. — ^ ]Ti3h no n3he<^pn<^. — * n<^p loic— ' bu^^n^nn 
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In verses of mystery weave I the song, 
For one who was ever a stranger to guile ; 

To whom all the hearts of the people belong. 

Save the joyless who never have basked in his smile. 

To him as a shield although numbers have fled. 
Yet under his shadow they never knew fear; 

And still with profusion his tables are spread, 
Though thousands have feasted there all the long year. 

The fruit-bearing tree, the chief beyond praise. 

Though like instinct his eulogy flows from our hearts; 

But he, he alone, all deaf to our lays. 

Would fain secret the fame of the good he imparts. 

The glory of- Conary shines in his face ; 

Sure the breast of his nurse own'd a warrior's fire; 
Of youth is his bloom, and of manhood his grace. 

While his wisdom surpasses what age could inspire. 

muime r\\ bh-p^^nn (e<^bhon) b^ 6j\6j\r\ ^mh^il pob 

TnAch<^ji 6e<^ ^r\ ci An<^, sic bu<^n<^nn ni<^ch<^i]t n<^ bh|:i<^n on 

m ^x b<^n<^. l)u<^Ti<^nn bm ie^shmh^^c^^iji <^5 ipoiitee<^6<^l 

S^iTCibh bo |:hi<^nAibh, — « oine^^ch. — ^ 0136. — 3lioc<^T. — 

u2 
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^ bh-^uil 6u<^ ^ip^^psiw^ ^ choibheir ; • 
*2lchc in<^it ^ z^ muiji it Tnionyhnuch " 
^0 ioTnb<^ch " ^5UT oiccSn ® 

Ctfimbhe P 60 cMji mup ituiite, ^ 
^1 rn^^c muine ' no pleii^je, 
2lchc coiinpei]tc ■ jfish pe |ii3h<^in 
^Ach <^ii chuill lYiiycAich ^ &3i-i. . 

'ppich 6on lolWn^^ch <^ich3in," 

bpK^n n<^ch <^p chi^ipsh inncleAtnh 5 ^ 

5e u«ch ' ftpe 6<< chiiinp«^Tnh.y 

C^in n& cXipbe b^ nslee,' 
'^Pip bpCTTpne m conb<^ch<^c ; * 
Cipp ^ nfibich b^H -pop con3p<^ * 
Cum^ coplA bi<^ n<^TC<^bh.** 



^ ^ bbyuil 6uine <^ip bich in dpinn. — ' ioTicbom<^pb(^i|- 
pe bpK^n TK^ ^upch^ 0'|lu<^ipc. — " T^ipS^ pe niuch 
bhe<^3. — ^" Ci^n^l^cb no wuip bhe<^3. — ^ boimhne no muip 
mop. — ** ly ce<^pc no bbshche^^ch. — ^ a3e<^pn<^, po 
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Name your cbieftain in Erin, all proud as it teems 
With heroes, I care not whoever he be; 

O'Rourke in the glorious comparison seems 
As the sea to a river, or ocean to sea ! 

And who is the Tanist dare stand in his place, 
So firm in the fight, so majestic in mien ; 

Not sprung fi-om a lawless or lowly embrace. 
But the spotless descent of a king and a queen. 

There love of the sciences finds a compeer. 
But who can the bounty describe of O'Rourke ? 

All the pens of the land in a rival career. 

Would be worn to the core, yet not roaster the work. 



oipish no po chi3he<^|in<^. — ^ iTpi<^p<^ch no be^n coicchionn. 
— » coimhshein. — * m<^llAchc. — " iolMn<^ch (e<^6hon) 6mne 
Wn 6e<^lA6hn<^ibh (e<^6hon) Iu3h<^i6h Unih|:h^6<^ (T<^mh<^il) 
— " n<^p ch^^ipsh lonnwih^^T. — * ioilshibh no boc^^mhl^ch. 
— * WiCTch. — y TphpicheoWmh. — ^ alitet c^m\ (e<^6hon) 
comhUnn ; c<Cip&e (e<^6hon) p^*' 5 "S^^ ^^ nsleipe 
(e^bhon)! b&fn-ionK^b. — ■ ni obdi6. — ^ sibb b"e <^p bich 
rtiobh. — *= fe\i An i<^pp<^nn. — ^ lon^^nn i^3uy upp<^6h b^ 
nAr<^6h no fcA cce<^n3<^l. 
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Ck^ m6p n3leo* ^ nibl |ti X)\ik\ip\e^ 
Ysoch n^ ip&tn ' u]i prnn, 

4^1 STK^ch 61A rhuibhm *» nine. 

Cuip ' ch<^ch<^ irK^ji Com cculomn, 
5<^bh<^il TphuloiTis nfK^c fTlile^^bh, 
ye^z ^ ChopbnK^ic nfi<^c *2lipc ^^onifrhip, 
2li3hep&pe * ^^3 bpeich ipipbhpei^ch. 

Qlc cob<^ " rm<^n mn& ce<^chp<^ch," 
')floi3he ** Te<^chn<^ch p ^ nichibh, *» 
IX^il <^6<^chc ' 3le6 6i<^ nK^bhoibh/ 
CoiTle * pAmom " |:op pochloibh/ 

6& a:e<^3whAi)h f71i<^ch no 2lipinhe<^6h ^ 
leij" ni |:ui3hbhe<^bh <^ chobh^^ip,* 
4^1 bhi b&i* 3leo 6on [lu^^pc^^ch 
C<^pbh<^ <^ mbu^^lAbh y pp och<^ip. 



• c<^ch<^ibh. — ^ in<^c n^ inn<( iine<^l n<^ pnne <^b)M^nn 
<^ cap Chon<^iLl. — « 3up bpiye^^bh no 3up h-irabhe<^p3<^6h. 
— ** 111 3n<^ch e<^3l<^ 6& ch<^obh<^bh. — ' nshe^^pnd no 
c<^oiTe<^ch cAch<^. — ^ t^ishe Chopbm<^ic, — ' ^i3he (e<^bhon) 
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In peace, the young hero is gallant and gay ; 

In war, like a whirlwind uprooting his foes : 
Tis he whom all Breifhy is proud to obey, 

The bond of their union wherever he goes. 

The son of the fair one who dwells on the Boyne, 

Is never o'ercome by a foe or a fear ; 
In the field where the deadliest combatants join. 

In the van ward of danger, O'Rourke will be there. 

Like a tower, in the battle, is he whom we sing, 
To whose shelter the race of Milesius retreat ; 

Like Cormac, the son of the Eremite king. 
His judgments are justice — ^his sanction is fate. 



T<^il no 3<^bhM; p^ipe (e<^bhon) <SoTb<^ (e^^bhon) T^il 
The<^noijibe pe b|teiche<^mhn<^1-. — " Ac<^ leiT- — " inn& 
ce<^chit<^eh (e<^bhon) b<^bhbh<^. — • 3e<^|tji<^6h. — p co|tp. — 
*> ^ cc<^ch^ibh no A cocoibh. — ' An ^ic \ ccomhit<^c<^i6.— 
■ cpen|:hi|t. — * pubh<^l. — " -ponn^^ch no m^^e npe. — ^ cop- 
p<^ibh.— '^ t><< li<^i3h cu<^ch i)e-b<^n<^nn b'<^ichbhe$i)h<^bh 
6<^oine. — * m leishe^^y^^iilii* <^on ne<^ch 6& loiC|:e<^bh bpiAn 
O'llui^ipc. — y leishec^i*. 
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Cpe^^b iK^ch ccui|iche<^it A ccuimhne' 
Uc TTK^p uinche ■ bjii cuiite<^6h,*» 

'Jlp <^ 3h<^oTr'' <^P <^ «^P3nV 
2in ^ cebnuT « -piti olcuibh, 
Up ^ cloch, *» <^]t <^ chonnlA,* 

'21 bh6uT<^ ci«^ TK^ch molunn ? > 
4lt 6hloTnh<^nn °> ly rii chimshAitt, " 
luiShi <» neichish rii choiii3e<^nn, 
to 3hm boircillP 6ie bhi&hbh<^6h *>. 

H|i bhi cUon m<^ |:hm5he<^ll/ 
'Zlchc fo shni cumh<^n3 pe^^tpe,' 
41? bhi Uobh ^ in<< le^^ichbhe « 
'y^n bhpe^ch bhe^iitiu|- ]ti3h l)h|t&):ne. 



' Cjie^^b n<^ch ccupch^p <^ 3hniOTnh<;|tch<^ 6. le<^bhit<^ibh. 
— * c<^th. — ^ Tn<^3h CI ipe<^6h. — * pniiTe<^p ui |tu^ipc, ui 
|t<^3h<^lUi3h, &c.— ^ <^bhu<^6h<;.— « 3lioc<^T— f innclMchc. 
— « ^ bhupbi^ no nihe<^pp6hAchc <^3 coy3 olc.— ** — clu.— 
I cpionn<^chc no ciMl. — ^ c«^pnionn. — ^ Ci<^ <^n 6uine lep 
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Where'er thro' the legions of battle be goes. 

Vistas of victory break in his path ; 
Like a wolf in the midst of bis awe-stricken foes. 

He battens on carnage, he riots in death. 

Even Miacli and Arvey, reuown'd as they were, 
The wounds of his sword would their science defy ; 

To all who oppose it is left but — despair, 

And the tenderest pity consigns them — to die. 

Proud chief, son of Feargna ! oh 1 why not proclaim 
Thy deeds, while the voice of the Bard shall endure ? 

For thine are achievements more worthy of fame, 
Than the long vaunted glories that hallow Moy Tuire. 

The faith of his friends and the fears of his foes. 
His far-searching eye at a glance can command; 

In bis prudence and courage his people repose. 
The lord and the guardian of Breifny's blest land. 



^r&bip 3<^n ^ bh^u|-<^ 5o mhoUWi. — " nl bhiuk<^nn. — 
^ K^pp<^nn. — ^ mioTiTK^ bpeise riT chu3<^nn. — p bi^of c^ille 
(e<^bhon) 3eik. — ^ bo n<^mhuib. — ^ bpeiche<^mhn<^1-. — 
■ cpuAr Toppe n<^ bhpeiche<^mhn<^f . — * cUon.— " le<^qiom 
no cl<^on. 
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Cipfi innce<^ch "• iTnche<^T<^cc/ 
5n^ch 3& noi|te<^chuibh ^ cuijn * 

4^1 i<^in c<^infipeA|t « ly miiic, ^ 

^1 T<^in pilme^^Ti * it bpochpuch,^ 
Iff r<^iTi bloi^ch ' IT TnA3h<^p."» 

^1 x^m z^mhon it cp$inclT,P 
^ X^m cpi<^ch <^3UT ce<^inoip,*> 
^t T^m e<^inhoin it <^on rnbh/ 



^0'Tlu<^ipc, 0'll<^3h<^lUi3h, &c.— ^Tl'3he.— '^^cc&b. 
— y u^^chbAp ^m no c<^oiTi3he.— ' fc^e u<^it (e<^6hon) ire^^fi 
u<^T<^l.— * ^3li. — »> Teoib. — <^ Te<^p<;Tin. — ^ e<^TC&in*>e no 
n<^mh<^i). — « c<^inipe<^p (e^^bhon) pe^^p niop-chomhUinn. 
— ^inipc (ei^bhon) bume U3 (e<^bhon) nt hion<^nn ):e<^p 
mopchomhluinn <^3ut buine ne<^nihne<^panh<^p. — ? ipiT 
(ei^bhon) uinh<^.— h A|:otc (eAbhon) $p (e<^bhon) m h.ion<^nn 
umhA <^3UT op.—* ):oilnie<^n (e<^bhon) bpochbhpdr no cape. 
—^ bpochp<^ch (e<^bhon) bp<^c P103I1A (e^bhon) m hion<^nn 
ceipc IT bp<^c pio3h<^.— > bloAch (e<^bhon) mtol mop. — 
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Oil ! who in the theme of bis praise can forbear. 
The chief who ne'er sought nor refused a request? 

An oath, nay a promise, he would not forswear^ 
And his prowess strikes fear in the manliest breast. 

From the fountain of justice that heaven has fixed 
In the breast of the righteous, his laws purely spring; 

Nor favor, nor prejudice ever are mixed. 

With the judgments that glorify Briefny's good king. 

His battle, a victory — his field, a campaign ; 

No hope can encourage his once vanquished foes ; 
The great are more glorious when joined in his train, 

And trophies reward him wherever he goes. 



" Tn<^3h<^p (e<^6lion) miniv^ys (e^bbon) n1 hion<^nn bleibh- 

mlitol m^n^ <^3WT l^^"' 6e<^mh<^in no mmbhpe^^c. — " 5<^iT" 

jibhe^^ch. — ° 510IIA. — P c<^inhon 3<^eh m b^ nibe<^nc<^p A 

che<^nri, ell (e<^bhon) cle<^ch (e^^bhon) nt hiOTi<^nn cui6 60 

chp^^nn 110 60 ehleich, ^y^uj qi^n-chp<^nn no rp^chle^^ch 

fo n6. hiomyhl^me. — 1 cpi<^ch (e^bhon) cuU^ch <^nn yo 

(e<^bhon)' m hion<^nn <^on cul^^ch A n-Cipmn ij* Ce<^mh<^ip 

* 
n<^ ptosh. — ''€^mhom (e^bhon) <^mh<^ort (e<^bhon) b<< m 

(e^^bhon) rii hion<^nn <^on nt ^^uj mop<?^n. 
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7ln €i|tinn ci6h b6 ij* feUe • 
^t T<^iii ip <^3UT inol, " 

fVl^^p -fcuchAib "^ oj n^ yt&ibliCTbh 
flii^bh 2l|tTii^ni<^, Tli<^bh Olimp; 
Till, pn, ^n c-0'|lu<^ipc-pon 
C&m ly u^^iyle y^^ chomneils.' 

l^^\i n^ch conchU^Tin b& cheile, 
^<^ b^^bhe <^ cu bo chonneils/ 
^1 conchl^nn bo pi3h bperpne. 
In a If f&le A Tii<^di Oillill.*' 

• C6 be bunie ly -peile 6, n-Cipmn. — * ni hionchonfiopcAiT. 
— " op (e<^bhon) \u : mol (e<^bhon) spe^^yuishe no v^P 
be\nc<^ bulbil le<^ch<^ip. — ^ rtt hion<^nn 61 nie<^6h<^ ^"S^T 
il be^jc^bh. — ^^ycuchi^ib (e<^bhon) ch&mni3hib no ^ip3hi& 
01* cionn 3<^ch i*leibhe j-li^^bh ^IpmenK^ (e<^6hon) 'Zlpi^p^^c, 
<^inm <^ip che<^nn Tleibhe C<^upu|- *y <^n llyi^ ox coinne 
*2lpmemA o|* muip C^^xp : it <^ip bo y^^b 6a\ ^ipc c^^peif 
bilionn ; <^3ui- yli<^bh OlimpuT y^n CeT^ille : ^ 6api& pe 
<rtp6e 3up Ab ^ <^n ce<^chp^nih<^&h pojb^ no 3<^bhM ion 
bomh^^m i : ^IclKy, ^lp<^ l)epculeiT, <^3uy lAcmoT n<^ cpi 
3<^bhlA oile. — ^ Tin, p'N (e<^bhon) it AmhU^ibh pn : t^ 
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More unlike are the hearts of the coward and brave, 
Than the dull worthless brass and the pure virgm gold : 

Than the pitiful sprat, and the lord of the wave ; 
Or the rag, and the vesture round royalty rolled. 

The freeman and slave are less like at the core, 

Than the stump, and the tree with its foliage unfurled ; 

Than the indolent mole-hill, and royal Temor ; 
Than a closed heart, and that which embraces the world. 

Our chiefs, the most generous, valiant and tried, 
Can less be compared with the light of his soul ; 

Than the poor artizan to the king in his pride. 
Or the lees of the feast to the first of the bowl. 



choinnals (e<^6hon) x^ chompit&ib no c<^3p<^: ^ccompit^ib 
m<^p cheimni3he<^i- n<^ j-l&bhce pn ij 3^ch Tlw^bh j^n 
bowh<^in in superlativo gradu 5 m<^|t ym ly ^ 0*|lu<^ipc 
c&m IT udi^le A cc&wnbh <^n chomopc^^iT (e<^6hon) super- 
lativus gradus comnals (e<^bhon) coniopc<^T. — y m^p 
n<^ch compp^ib b'K chfeile n^ bei6he (e<^6hon) 6h^ m, 6A 
n-6iibhp<^T <^p |:Ab <^ nu<^T. — * ^ hionchompp<^i6 60 ]ti3h 
bpeipne ^r\ 6uine ly ip&le ^ bh|:e<^p<^nn jlishe Con<^chc 
(e<^t>hon) OilbU M^^ |VI<^3h<^ch (e<^6hon) ini<^ch OilliolU 
(c<^6h on) ^ Con<^chc 
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50 a:uillTp«^bh fS ^^oiji m-bpeip* 

^^ chuish n^ Y<^3hch<^|i 6ubpon,* 
Cuppn** e ^ mbe^^pibh bjiush^^bh.* 

50 en ^11 Wip^chA'* c<^it bhpuAch ; 
Cip bo bhe<^nn<^ch |7l<^c ^llppoinn ' 
7lx <^p ch<^TpdmTi Cpom CpuMch> 

In bhpei|:ne p6bh<^ch,^ poilbhe^^ch,™ 
Cip in A pilbe<^ch Tuch<^ch ; " 
^<^ich ^ he<^ch<^nih® x^ h«inbpe<^nn,P 
yo che<^nn cAipmchei^ll** <^cuU^ch. 



* bo bhpei^T lA6,c e<^l^chAin pish €ipionn be uu<^c^ 6e 
b^n^^nn bo pomne An file (e<^bhon) (^ipbpe |VI<^c CAchn^^ 
<^n che<^b Aoip pi<^nih ^n Cipmn : A c<< fi y\r\ le<^bh<^p-p : 
<^3UT caillbhpe<^T (e<^bhon) Ache ni h^ pn bo bhpiAn ni 
chuill|:eAbh A lacheib bo |:ein. — ^ compAnAch 3Ai|3eAbh. 
— ^ cpoi3Abh. — ^ T^oi. — « biAbhcAch. — *^bheibh. — » mhAich. 
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As that hill of Armenia, where Noah found rest, 
And Olympus exceed every other in height ; 

Such pre-eminent glory is Briefny's behest, 
And all other splendors are lost in his light. 

Uncongenial, unkin, as are all we have named, 
The pride of O'Rourke is more peerless by far ; 

In the land of Oilill is no hero so famed. 

As the guardian of Briefny — our western star. 

The slander that envy despairingly throws. 

From the shield of his virtues innoxiously falls; 

At the gates of his dwelling the wearied repose, 
And the hungry rejoice in his plentiful halls. 



— ^ 30 6ape<^6h <^n 6onih<^in. — ' 60 bhe<^nn<^i3h p<^cqiuicd 
— ^ ^X <^r chuip <^n c-'Zlpb-lobh^^ll Cpom Cpu. — * jio- 
-phe^bh^^ch. — " |to-Thleibhce<^ch, poilbhe (e<^bhon) Tleibhte. 
— " <^nn <^it ch<^itbh^ch*"Lcil3he<^ch no wK^pc bh^^inne.— 
*> A ni<^3h<^. — P boimonn, — *» 3^itblich<^U^nih no ^ he<^ch- 
Amh (e<^6hon). — ' Toimonn. 
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Ifi bill <^ji e^^ipopc • CO pui^n^i&h/ 
bi <^fi chu^ii^ibh 30 ):eichmlie<^ch,« 
^|i chosinji'^ namhe<^e)li^ tx^pcioll, 
4li|i chuill <^nb)ieAn'' 6i<^ oine^^ch. 

(Vl^c 5p<^mne * sntiii- if ji&6he, 

bile coiici^n iphe<^p ni-bpei):Tie. 

•Jlicchim »> [Tluipe t<^ h^onmh^c, 
6i<^ choy<^in <^|i 3<^ch suAy^^chc,*^ 
In ce ij- pi3h<* <^p ^n mbUl&h ch^lmhuin 
CC13 rUphp<^bh Chon 4lu<^6^c.«— ^u^^iji, &c. 



• einie<^chc (e<^bhon) 6ille<^chc<^.— * 30 qtgn no Ui6ip.— 
"<^p bhuibhmbh 30 coimhe^b^ch.— ^nt bubh^ipc— '^ ne<^mh 
i^ch (e^^bhon) c^Umh e<^3luiTe bv^iopchi^oUbh no U3h. 
6u3h<^6h.— «^oip b^ <^3h^l^h <^i3ne<^&h. — y <^n^cU.— 
*5]i<^inne ln3lnnn 6honrihn<;iU Tn<^ch<^i|i bhpi<^in.— • ly 
V<^6<^ u<^i6h 60 chab ^ yc^ile pe ni<^ich <^ip 3<^ch ^on.— 
*» 3ui6hini.— <^ <^p <^n uile conr<^bh<^ipc ^^y olc.— <> bpK^n 
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There's good fortune for Breifny, which ever s^hall last, 
By the feet of the saint 'twas in holiness trod ; 

The idol of guilt from its presence he cast, 

And breathed o*er its people the blessing of God. 

Oh Breifuy, dear land of the mountain and vale. 
Where the heifers stray cheerily all the long year : 

How fragrant thy moorlands in summer*s fresh gale. 
How green in its showers thy meadows appear. 

Here the orphan may rest.as secure in his smile. 
As if steeled in his strength : — O'Rourke'b gallant band 

Would not war with the helpless, nor think to despoil 
The shrine of its gold, or the church of its land. 



TiA f/upch<^ 0'|lu<^ipc IT pish ^^ip <^n m-bpei^ne ^x ^ ^^3 
^n c-yion<^inn. — * <^n c-'fion^^inn o ^x^^x ^^ 3hobh<^l <^ni<^ch 
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2i<»l Ti05^ii6i)e itOM^i^^ici). 



le ^\i tdilibh bhuinne 1k^ l^up 6, 

le mo chlu<^T<^ibli chu^^lAf f&n $, 

*Zln nibh <^ beijiim rii cheilim <^i|i ^in chop. 

}X <^Ti jlSimh <^ip i\i'Chr\9C Cheph^i}-, 

fince ^ip leic <^3 plle^^bh 6Sup<^, 

l&n 6e 3hpu<^im Aip u^igh rK^ n-5<^^h<^l-f he<^p. 

^ poibh bK^r *>o b'v»H^l T^ rheu6<^ibh, 
le n^'p 3lip&6hTnh<^p ^bhbh^p Tn'€u3n<^ich, 
l^^PTphl^ich mbp Chtpe-e^slK^in ^^lUwhip, 
7Vx 0'6oTnhrK^ill n^ n-$p-Unn bh.-p<^gbhpAch. 
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THE ROMAN VISION/ 



BY HENRY G RATTAN CURRAN. 



No idle fietion this ! too sadly true. 
Upon ray wasting eyes the vision grew ; 
Too well my ears drank in the heavy sound, 
Give it ye winds swift proclamation round. 

LfOnely I strayed on Cephas' golden hill, 
And memory came my heart and eyes to fill ; 
While o'er the stone that shrouds the Gael in dust. 
Bending J mourned their country's fallen trust. 
There slept the hand of bounty — there the tear 
Prompt to respond the patriot's sinking cheer ; 
Tyrone, proud scion of the O'Niall race ; 
There too O'Donnell was thy resting place. 
Thou of the glittering blade ! I brushed away 
The mournful tribute to a better day ; 
When lo ! a nymph, whose brow, whose bosom's sheen. 
Might shame the grace of beauty's fabled queen, 

u2 
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2in qt&ch 60 Th<^oile^T rS^ch 60 l)he<^n<^6h, 
Ci^ bo cHTbh'pnn 6e mh^^oilinn ^n c-fleibhe, 
•Jlchc Tn<^3h6e<^n blijiAtshib-shei^l ph^pU^chy 
60 bb<^in b&jiji 30 bji^^cb be bh^iuf. 

'T be f/hiTiepbha ^ n-6eilbb 'r <^' n.6^n<^6h, 

60 bhtbh An c-$|i <^* Tne66b<^n <^ c&bhe, 

'X bo bhtbh <^n Tne<^chc<^ 'r ^ l^T^ip '" ^ li-eubAm. 

*2l 6ubh<^ipc fi le^m Y An Tn-b<^ll 3-c^6n<^, 
be 3hl6|i mhiliT b<^ bhmne 'nK ceu6<^ibh, 
6pui6e<^6b jha^X ^ u^^'Sh n<^ 6-c|i$un-'pheAii, 
bA |:A6A A c<^oi6b 'r ^ cpofthe '3 & peub<<6h. 

)^ &heipe<^bh j-hiAp <^ n-&i<^ibh <^ f^^^b^ip, 
bo choi3 fi uAill bii6h cpu<^3h le h-Siybe^chc, 
bo hh^m^pe^bh 6e$ip 30 leip Ay cbleip'chAibh, 
'2I3UT oxn^bh Ay r\A cloch^ibb b^ m-b'-ph^bip. 

leiT An mbAdi&heA&h pn 60 fMn yi A 36U3A, 
'f A 6eApcA j-uA)- 30 cpuAbh Aip n^ullAibh, 
&o lAbhAip fi le Itijh nA Tfie\pe^ 
iSji be ehAnnrlAmh Ann j-A' peiw j-o. 
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Came o'er the hill — her towering forehead bore 
The impress of high thought — like molten ore, 
Gushed the gold ringlets o'er its polished plane ; 
Her cheek of snow confessed one rode's stain — 
She spoke, and vain, in sooth, were minstrel skill, 
To bid the chord such liquid. sweets distill. 

When from that grave I turned me to depart, 
A wild emotion shook the maiden's heart : 
It passed at length ; that agony : and then. 
What human heart might brook her melting strain ! 
The rifted rock, in sternest solitude. 
Had poured its echoes in a tone subdued ; 
Her hands uplift to heaven, her streaming eyes. 
Raised with her fervid accents to the skies ; 
In words half broken by the labouring groan. 
She poured her sorrows to the Eternal throne. 

Say thou Supreme ! in pity dost thou dei^ii 
To bend thine ear while abject I complain ? 
Or darkeneth thy brow ? since mortals still 
Should hail, nor dare to scrutinize thy will. 
But deep and darkling doubts beset my soul ; 
For, if one primal taint pervade the whole 
Of the first parents blighted race, and all 
Are fall'u alike with the first woman's fall. 
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" *Jl 6h6 inh$i|t ^n be6in libh Tn*&TTe<^chb, 
^5 ^ mitbe cayc bhe<^ ^jin, 

" c<^iTn i^ip ma^pbhMl 1 Ti-<^iTibb|!iOT T3e<^^j 

Coi|i TK^ YeinnTe^^ii 60 itinne ^n che<(b-iphe<^|i, 
2U)hAmh <^|t ii-?lch<^i)t bo TYie<^lUbh le h-eubh<^. 

^ip <^en ph$p niof mi 'n^ ch^le, 

" Cjte<^6 Y<< 3-cpoichre<^p boichc 5<^ti <^$n choip, 
^3"T T^'^bc Ti<^ locbc ^ b-coice <^n c-f^^^sh^il-p ? 

•Ts^^l* ^^^^ ^ b-c6iji <^ n-6eSi3h ti<^ 5-c]ieibTnhe^ch ? 

" Cjta^b rK^ch b-Ye^nnc<^|i cU^nn luc^ttmt, 
^'r cUnn ChpToTc '3 K 3-cUoi6he<^6h 30 n-^3<^ib ? 
C|ie<^b n^ch qiu^3h n<^ h -u<^in '3 & 3-c|i6uchc<^bh, 
'X ^^ meicnjte<^bb<^ ^^3 in3bpeim* <^n c|i^ub<^ ? 
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Dread ruler ! why dotb the tremendous meed 
Crush with unequal force the doomed seed ? 
Why doth the sinless bosom tinge the dart, 
That should have quivered to the guilty heart ? 
Why groan the lowly poor, while wealth and pride 
Triumphant o'er the waves of fortune ride ? 
Shall they, whose hearts confess thee " holy,'* weep 
Outcast, proscribed ? and shall thy vengeance sleep ? 
'Gainst Luther's brood why rages not thy breath. 
When Christ's pure creed is made a spell of death ? 
Do the lambs vainly in thy shadow rest ? 
How long shall ravening wolves the fold infest ? 
Say, why doth Erin weep ? what crime incurs 
Thine ear averted? — Lord, that voice is hers. 
That calls, implores, with wild and tireless breath : 
Dotb not thy faith exalt ? — she sinks in death ! 

And yet, since erst thy pure Apostle came. 
And brought to Ealga's isle thy holy name ; 
Tho' flaunted 'mid our homes strange flags unfurled. 
Nay, tho' the sun grew dark, the floating world. 
That shut from us the brightness of the day. 
Veiled not thy glory, whose effulgent ray 
Illumed our hearts, by faith's seraphic wing 
Guided to thee, the days eternal spring. 
My God ! my God ! Milesius' life blood runs 
In Fodhla's race, these are Milesius' sons ! 
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•* Cpe^b An ceAjic -fK le<^5chAji Cipe, 

'Y le nA 3le5i6h n<^ch wi^p 30 n-eiT6r:heA|i ? 
CjieAb An choip nAch b-cSjchAji sA&hAlA, 
fepeAm n^> 6hiiilc' 6o'n n-6jiileAmh 3&LleAbh ? 

" Oijt i rh<(imc p&cqiuicc nA&nhchA 
leiy An 3-qiei6eAmh 30 h ini)- dl3e, 
4lT'[t bhAin cpA^hAbh, 3A&:h n^ TP^inlin3, 
"jpJipneAjic eAchbiiAnn nA leAch-cjtom 6'&ni-b*iAei6i|i. 

" Ctteibiomh Chpioir Aj* chpo'fbhe nA n-5<^^^^^^-V^^P^ 
bo hhibh A 3-coin3eAlniA|i loinneA|t nA 3p&ne, — 
fco bhibh An c Aichinne wiAji Ain3eAl A3 i-bji^ichAbh, 
Thfi nip chuic ym&l, nA ci<i61i, n?L A^n yboc — 

" TPeAbh nA ^pobhlA Aip phop (Vlhileriuir, 
Uch ! A Clipio|T ^x pop An m&b pn ! 
CpeA6 c& uAic, no An pun leAc w'eiTTeAclic ? 
4^0 An 6 If &ill leAc 30 bp^ch 3An ^^uchAin ? 

** 'Jlip An 3-cuAine ij- buAn 60 6' Thl^clicAni, 
y^ 3hAllAibh *3 & bh-veAnnAbh le h-ei3ceApc, 
"Y 3up b*6 An c-^lmhAch 3lA):<^pnAch, b^AplAch^ 
lucbb An -phetll bo chulll A 6-cp&3eAnn. 
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Wilt thou look down in mercy ? — say ! oh say ! 

Or is thine eye for ever turned away ? 

And, while the trusting spirit hendsto thee. 

Shall ruthless tyrants bow the neck — the knee ? 

Still wilt thou smile on England's traitor horde. 

Whose lips unhallowed scoff thy sacred word ? 

Thy church's law their rebel hearts have spurned — 

'Gainst " her," the " undefiled," their wrath has burned : 

Their own dark heresies they rear elate, — 

Thy faith, the faith divine, they execrate. 

Why need I mention ? thou^ dread power ! bast seen 
The apostate Henry spurn his spotless queen. 
For Anna's fresher beauties — thou hast cursed 
That traitor to thy faith, the boldest, worst — 
Need J name lier, whose heritage of shame 
Grew darker, murkier, in the wanton flame 
That all could kindle, and that none could claim ? 
Can we forget Elizabeth ?— oh never. 
In Heber's heart she'll rankling live for ever ; 
The land grew waste beneath her — sex or age 
Yielded no shelter from her bigot rage, 
Till, bloodiest consummation ! Mary fell 
To close her long account, but not the spell 
That claimed her ruthless ministry — her sway 
Devolved on James — and Phelim's land can say 
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" 60 chuip bpom le cuin3 n^ cUijie, 

'Y le r\6ich mi^nn 60 6HT<^ j-e^l 5&lle^bh, 

*Zlchc 6j\ cpabe^^mh bo I'cpioi' le nimh &pce<^chc'« 

" ^ Xijtmhishim l)^nnpi6K ^n ch^ub -phe^^ji 
60 chuiji u^ibh 30 citu<^illi3hche ^ ch^ile, 
^21111 *2lnn^ boilen, ^ in3hin eh^&n^, 
•jr)- b'lmclnsh a*n n-C<^3luii- <^ip che<^3<^T3 Uic^puir. 

*' Cui|tinfi leij- eiir<^b^c<^, 

1]* lombh^^ 6pe<^ni ^ip <^p ^hei^ll <^n (Tih^pbpe^ch^ 
60 pinne p 'p<^i'Ach be Chl&p Cibhip. 

" 71 irin^ *x ^ bh- Yip bo TSpioy^^bh l&chi, 
60 chu3 p b<lr *>o Mh<^ipeTfc&^bh<^p6, 
'Jl n'6i<^i3li n^ mn^-p rh&mish Y^utik^i- 
f/<^p chu^^p ip<^|-<^ich bo cht&p Yh^bhlim. 

" ?lii ):e<^p bo le<^3 <^ b-p$p ^'y <^ bh-pp^umh^ 
7Vx b'6pbui3h <^ b-c^lAmh bo choTnh<^T le t^ub<^ibh, 
60 chuip ']f<^CT<^nAich <^' Ti-ioTi<^b n<^ n-3^obh<^l--|:heAp. 
7Vx cpeibe<^Tnli c^m ^ b-ce<^Tnpl<^ibh Cleipe. 
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How well the tyrant's sceptre graced his hand — 

The " measuring chain" he cast upon the land — 

Her nobles plundered for an alien race, 

And with unhallowed rites defiled thy holy place. 

Lio next — his father's every taint and crime 

Expanded in his soul's congenial clime, 

His son succeeded, to embalm his fame 

By deeds, which, let Leith Moalh, Leith Cuin proclaim. 

Spoiled of the rights long held from sire to son. 

Their arms, and every glorious meed they won ; 

Of rmnk, of wealth, and damned foul decree ! 

Spurned from the shrines where they had knelt to Thee : 

The very tongue, thy gift, in which they poured 

Their souls, while at thy altars they adored, 

Condemned to rudest jargon to give place. 

For every woe he wrought upon her race. 

The bitterness of Erin's heart ran o'er 

In curses on the despot ; and he wore 

No amulet against the bolt that sped 

Retributive to his devoted head. 

Twas a divine behest ! high justice spoke. 

And the pale tyrant's wily minions broke 

Their hollow fealty ; and the block and blade 

Brought the stern quittance of man's rights bettay'd. 

Yet ere it fell, to blast his glazing eye, 
Maguire had tossed his banner to the sky — 
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Ij- se&pjt n<^ 6hi<^i6h 3UJI chioni3Ain YeuplAf, 
^iji nor ^ ^ilch^jt le ce<^l3 'y le bji^s^^ibh, 
•Jlili le<^ch Comn ^n chuins 60 b'&scei^pc, 
^I'r Aip le<^th |VI63h<^ '3 & bh.):%h<^iltc 30 h-<;gn -^phe^^ii. 

60 bh<^in r^ Mitobh ^ s-cloy 'f i^ Tn-bh^uf^^, 
7i mAofn 'y <^ 3-cU^nn <^ n-<^ipm 'y <^ fi-^u6<^ch, 
CpK^n <^ bh-|:eAp<^nn 'r <^ n-3<^ipine p^in-phei^chc, 
leij- 60 h-i<^pp^6h 6k^ 60 chp&3e<^nn. 

'^P^ipche irK^ipe^nn 3<^n i^iclifpionn 6'eiTbe<^chc 
'T 3^!' uplAbhp<^ 6^' 6-ce^n3<^in n^ 5^66bil3e, 
'X 3(^n n<^ b-&ic (^3 c&cb Achc b^pU, 
Opb i^'r <^ichppiOTin bo b<^c<^6h leir t'eiT^^^^^c* 

Cp^ 3<^ch 3pJ^in 6'& n-6e&pn^i6h <^ip Cipinn 
Ij" buAn Tn<^llAchc A3 'pe<^p<^6h 30 h-€<^3 <^ip, 
')fin<^l A n-6e&pn<^ibh i|- leop ni<^p l^un <^ip, 
I^UTK^b 6 i|- cion?ic<^ch in h-Aichne 6h<^mh yhn j-tib. 

CpeAb y:^ cOiT <^ip b-cuT b'& b-]J&nbhpuib, 
'pCp bheSin 6i<^ <^n CpiArb p yh^un^bh, 
lei]* An luchb bo diu3 bo 3&lleAbh, 
P<lplenriend^ipibhe nA b-c^ip-m-bAochlAcli. 
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Freedom's high priest ; and kindling Ulster saw 

Mc. Mabon soon assert her bounteous law : 

Last of tbe Finians — in wbose ample mind, 

The gifts of bis long lineage sbone combined ; 

Of gentlest nature botb, yet thus pursued. 

Two lions chafing in their might they stood ; 

Nor lured by conquest — nor athirst for fame, 

Their rallying word was the Eternal name : 

The stranger's false embrace their hearts disdained, 

Save when in deadliest fold in battle strained — 

In life united ; on the scaffold floor. 

Those dauntless bosoms poured their mingling gore; 

A crimson attestation of that faith. 

That sheds a halo round the brow of death. 

Nor yet unmarked by glory, Pbelim's claim, 

Proud soul, and fitly shrined in such a frame ! 

Who taught the stranger's lip the craven cry, 

And tamed the Scot, that subtlest enemy. 

But see ! what steadier lustre wins her gaze, 
Where from Hispania's coast, O'Neill displays 
His standard wide ; and, eager to sustain. 
Pours his proud chivalry athwart the main. 
** Eogan the Red !" — to freedom's strife he flies. 
To veil the lustre of his past emprise 
With deeds of higher prowess — Cormac's blood 
Bounds in the hero's heart — a tameless flood ; 
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le'ji l)^iiie<^bh ^ chioim le l^nn Y^^Sbhiw^cli, 
6'<^n jlTosh bhAinshin che<^nn-'pliionn ch^&n<^. 
If le nK Itnn 60 mhGrc^iil Cipe, 
*y ^* 3-c6i3e^bh Ul^i&h bo chionni3Aiii ^n cheub pheKp. 

|^<^c Uibhip YuTshe^ll n^ 'p^inne, 
7Vx |VI<^c |Vl^ch3h<^inhp<^ <^Tnh<^il b^ beuj- bo, 
%n b^ le6inh<^n cp6bli<^, memn-mh^ich, 
^&'p chuip Yuim ^' m<^om <^n c-T<^€3h.^il-p. 

*y n^ch n-be^pn<^ibb ce<^n3<^l le 6<^in¥he<^p<^ibh y^ebh^ 
^6 3up bopc^^bh leo 6J n-&nipbe<^chc 
?l 3-cuib -pol^, 'n ^ loch^^nn^ cpoTbhe<^p3', 
be 3hp^bh 6j\ chpeibmhe h^ leiyse leo chpei3e<^nn. 

% le ru<^ch n<^ch lu<^bh<^im "ip^ibhliwi 
lln c-53 u^T<^l, pu<0bh-3he<^l, p^uc<^ch, 
ye^p le'p b<^ine^bh Aj- e<^chrp<^nn<^ibh m&leAch, 
'U'Tl&n n<^ 3.c^pc^ch <^t 'illb<^nch<^ibh b^ochUch'. 

II3 p <^Ti u<^ip bo 3hlu<^iT <^n cpSn-^he^^p 

€63^11 pii^bh-3hlAn n^ Tlu<^3h in-b<^63hl^ch, 
l/iich n<^ 3-cpe<^ch m^c 'Jlipc euc1ic<^ich. 
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And all bis grandsire*s soul of flame be bears — 

Attest it many a tropby tbat be wears, 

ThQ harvest of bis band in many a strife, 

Waged in tbe tender spring-time of bis life; 

And, wben tbe greenness of bis age went by. 

The deeds be did are registered on high ; 

Those, rife with living proofs, let Spain avow, 

Almania, richest wreath on Caesar's brow ; 

Let France, tbe weeping Netherlands, attest : 

And oh ! beyond them all, the brightest, best. 

Let tbe Milesian race his glories tjell ; 

Let Erin's voice tbe volumed record swell. 
Could fame unlearn, can words of mine portray 
How Ulster spumed the cowering stranger's sway ? 
How Leslie fled, and the pale Saxons' fright 
Confessed no leader in their panic flight ? 
Montgomery's shacl^led limbs we still descry, 
Lo, where tbe routed Scotch bewildered fly ; 
Blindly they rush — but hark, tbat jarring sound, 
With thundering crash their bulwarks strew the ground : 
Scarce tbe proud capital bis course arrests, 
While her high walls the girding fire invests — 
Meath mourns tbe slaughter of her cbangling race ; 
Portlester's thousands, where is now their place ? 
lu Birr, in Nenagb, rose tbe suppliant hand ; 
Heberian Thomond, through her tainted land. 
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^^c meic oiit&haitc Chojim^ic 4l&llmh^i|i, 

biobh ^iji inh'|:h<^lU^in3 sup 5e<^|ibhrh^ ^n X5^^ V^ 
lombhA ^u^^X ^"" ^ bh-|:u^i|i t^ |:h^uch<^in. 

O'n 1A Ik^ eol bo d Yhpon bo i"hp$n bo i"heibe<^Mi 
4^0 3U|i chpiochnuish CpToir ^ cheiipin<^ 
Cuiitim ^ |:hi<^bh<^«n (^ip fchw^ n<^ch bpe<^3 -pn, 

^I'r ^ip ^n '2llTn<^inn, le<^n^n yh^^er^ip, 

Ql'X ^ip ^n bh-'PpiCinnc bA ce<^nn ^3 bp&m leif, 

7Vx ^ip Chip-|:$-chomii c^ cinn b'^ ^usitk^ii*, 

7Vx ^ip ChlAniK^ibh [Vltle<^bh <^' pTo3h<^chc Cipe^^n. 

"iMch ^ 3hnioTnh bo piomhi^bh iii Y^^^bt^im, 

60 choi3e<^bh UWibh chu3 ^upcdchc i<^p n-ei3e<^n, 
bo chmp f 6 5^Tll be bhpoim ^ 3-c&lle, 
?1'T leylie <^ip cache^^bh 30 h-euT3^ibh. 

bo chuip dip chofdibh ^honc30Tn<^p<^ibhe 3eifnhle<^ch, 
Chinp ye me^cdchc <^ip 'JlUx^n'dibh mdolA. 
bo chuip T^ d ii-b<^oine cp6 n-d cb&le, 
y bo bhpij- T^ bp(i3h dn |7lhup<^ich bhpeu3<^ich. 
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The Saxon saw^ endenizened in vaiu^ 
Disgorge the spoils of rapine's broken reign — 
The echoing hills proclaimed to Inis-Con 
His spreading conquests ; Waterford o'erthrown ; 
Duncannon's waters in his course were dyed j 
Wexford's keen blade hung useless by her side; 
Nor Ross Mc. Truin, Ben Edar stayed his tread ; 
Kilkenny bowed to him — his myriads spread 
By Shannon's ample tide their long array ; 
The Avonmore was chequered with the play 
Of their broad banners — by the Nore they stood. 
And by the sedgy Barrow's headlong flood — 
The Suir ran purpled with the stream of life; 
Lough Erne rolled back proud tidings of the strife : 
From M eave's high dome triumphant strains arose. 
And Erin*s centre caught the exulting close ; 
Thence to Bearhaven rolled the whelming tide, 
And well might Sligo's unsupported pride 
Droop at the sound of Jamestown's shattered wall, 
Whose circling echoes thundered to appal. 

So sped the victor still where freedom urged. 
Till the base Saxon clanked the chain he forged : 
Oh son of Duach, what a loud acclaim 
Burst through the land o'erburthened with his fame, 

VOL. II. X 
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11 b-poiic-leATT<^ni bo chiie<^T3^iii y^ c'eub^, 

60 [IU3 T^ cpe^^ch 5<^n che^^b bo'n m-b&CfiU 
IniT-Coinn c^^p bheinn <^n c-yl^ibhe. 

Chu3 pojicUifise ^' Uimh 30 leip leir, 

loch-5<^[iin^nn n<^ n-Apm b-|:<^6bh|i<^ch, 
jlov-fVlheic-Ciiiuin <^'r 6un.bheinne-e<^b<^ip. 

'Y be Cheill-Ch<^iTinich bh^^m upjK^ini b''phoni&3e<^n, 
ChoiT r\6. YioTin^bh<^ h^ ne<^prmh<^|i A 3heu3<^, 
ChoiT ^bh<^n-fnoi[ie ^'y "^eop^cb ^' n-^n-phe^^chc, 
ChoiT n^ t)e<^|ibh<^ Tne<^pbh<^ m&|ii3Tnche. 

Choij- nd Yiuifie <^ chpuip b<^ Y<^ecK|i<^ch, 
7Vx i p" r^T ^ l^T 3^ h-Cipne, 
£)o pmne i4 {^ch<^|- <^' pi^ch |7|gibhbhe, 
'Y 6 bh<^ile ^lch<^-lu<^in bo |:u<^i[t r^ SeillMbh. 
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When hope, that many a year had trembling hung 
O'er the rich presage, with exulting tongue 
Heard Truth and Freedom hail the auspicious ray 
That rose above the Saxon^s tottering sway ! 
Hail to the conqueror, by the Gael upboiiie, 
(Bound these high hearts from shackles lately worn ?) 
Mark, the proud flame his martial deeds avow 
Burns in his breast, irradiates his brow ; 
Nor only battle's sterner lights illume, 
There mercy smiles away impending doom 
From vanquished valour— and the warrior's eye, 
As fixed dominion calm, hath ne'er been diy 
O'er others' woe ; and wise, albeit not yet 
On his young brow hath thought her impress set, 
He weighs mankind, and, learning to appraise, 
Hath learned to feel for frailty while it strays. 
Strong as its iron mail, that kindling breast 
To meek eyed ruth affords a shrine of rest ; 
Nor swifter speeds his blade, at freedom's call. 
To the false Saxon's heart, when round him fall 
Their gathering numbers, by his might o'eitlirown. 
Than misery's claim finds access to bis own — 
In council sage ; in battle's fiery glow 
Like the launched thunder 'mid the astonished foe. 
And oh ! when peace her gentle plume hath spread. 
Mild as the melting tear that mourns the dead ; 

x2 
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^I'l" i Tin TK^jt 50 h-i^ehb^p l3h&^[i^, 

bo Vhpx fe ^n b^lU^ <^3 b^ile yh^umi^if , 
G1U111 x^ 'p;i3e<^ch ^ip c[iiche<^bh le 11* ipheuch^m, 
^Y leif bo ce<^n3lAbh 5^^l^ibh Ife ch&le. 

b^ m^c bu^ch h^ xui^ipc ^n T3^l T^f 
Wip 3^ch cu<^n be chu^ncdibh Ope<^n, 
*3 i< it&bh, '3 ^ lu^bh<^bh, '3 X chu<^|i, '3 ^ Veush<^bh, 
Sup cuijie^^bh Tu^T {^ip u<^chb<^p ^n bh^i^pU^. 

'Co3^n pu^bh ^ip 3hu^ilTnbh S^ebhi^l-'phe^^p, 
^In c-03-u^T<^l u<^n^ch, <^ebhe<^p^ch, 
bp^cAch, bu<^bh^ch, bu<^n^ch, b&nine<^ch, 
Cpe^^chdch, cu<^c<Cch, cu<^nc^ch, cp^chc^ch. 

6pe<^chdch, ^u<^l<^ch, bu<^n<^ch, b^ipce<^ch, 
'Pe^^l'dch, ipudbp<^ch, ipudb^^ch, Tp^^^F^^ch, 
5<^iT3e<^bhdch 3lu^Tb<^, 3pu^3^ch 3le^Yb<^, 
l^niK^ch, lu<^chTnh<^p, lu<^inine<^ch, l^imnei^ch. 

fyi<^pc^ch mopbh^^ niu<^bh-3hUn, m^^pbh^^, 
^le^pcmhdp, nu<^ille^ch, n-u^ibhpe^ch, n-6ibe<^ch, 
|l<^chcmh^p, pu<^ch<^p-chpe^ch, pu^i3che<^ch, p^im- 

Y*e<^pcAch, TU^ipce^ch, r^^'^^^i^^^^^i T^UTmih<^p. 
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Witness High Heaven^ if yet his eagle gaze 
Glared out to blast — no raven brood would raise 
A wing the sky-built Eyry to invade : 
Nor thus had cold succumbency betrayed 
The land to Cromwell's sanguinary sway — 
Woe is my heart that such could pass away ; 
And yet. Eternal Justice, while I grieve. 
My bleeding heart's full gratitude receive* 
No Saxon blade in freedom's cause unblest 
Quaffed the deep current of his free-bom breast; 
For thou did'st shield him from the dire disgrace; 
And when he fell, O — meet to fill such place ! — 
Bad'st thy own priest to countervail his loss. 
And o'er his prostrate banner rear the cross — 
And well he did thine errand ; — ^but the grave. 
When hath it ceased for human hopes to crave ? 
The grave hath closed on Heber ; O great heart ! 
Proud germ of uature so matured by art. 
Had genius, culture, all, thou costly prey. 
But decked thee for the tomb? thou envious clay. 
Oh what a mind thy leaden sleep hath bound ; 
Pure as pervading — lucid as profound ! 
Spirit of Eogan, chafe not, if my eye 
The while I speak of Heber be not dry; 
Nor deem thyself forgot — had he remained 
To rend the withering yoke his valour strainec' 
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'y n<^ch bh|:R3h<^i)h 5<^11A fi& Cjiowrbuil s^iUMbh, 

*2lchc sibh cp^bh liom A ch&T3-reA" b'eirceAchc, 
liom n1 c^f ^ bh^T ^'l* ^en-chop, 
n.\ch le 5<^lUibh bo seApiK^bh A U^he, 
?lchc le 61A le jt' mhiAnii A xhA6p<^bh, 

It 5e&|t|i 'n A bhi^^ibh 30 biAn 3U[i ^ijishibh 

"^pe^lt <^n chloi3anfi chomhchpoim ^chc<^ich, 
bo [IU3 b^pp <^ip chAch 'i* <^n l^i3hionnc<^chc. 

^n ye^p b<^ blpe^ch cpoibhe bo 5b<^^hlAibh 
60 bhpiT weitneAch <^'t bli3bche tk^ m^iplMch, 
^l bh<^in ce<^nn<^r ^e 5b<^lUibh ^' Ti-Cipinn, 
'X bo chuip pu<^i3 <^ip rblu<^»3bnbh Tfh^pUir. 

*Y 6 wo chpe^^ch nK^p bo 3eApp<^bh <^ U^che, 
Cp^ e<^r'>03 ^^&^" i»^ ^^3^^ ni'^3n<^ch, 
^I'r cp^ u<^irlibh UlAibh nA 3-cup<^ibh Ufehb<^, 
^I'T t)enpfthe pu^bh b'^p bh<^ bu<^l qtSme. 
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Almost to breaking; had his happier hand 
Swept the pale, palsied Saxon from the land ; 
Blasting the iron sceptre which it bent, 
Giv'n us homes, happiness, enfranchisement, 
No — not success, had taught another's fame 
To supersede thy memory's vital claim. 

But O ! my heart ! what saddening phantoms rise, 
Worthies of Ulster ! Henry ! my red eyes 
Might weep their fountains dry, tho' these were all. 
But faithful memory unfolds the pall ; 
And lo ! Mac Guire ! — and now the fleet O'Kane, 
And Phelim come to swell the spectral train; 
Great spirits, fare you well ! with mute regret 
I gaze upon you, but my cheek, is wet — 
My tears shall number you ; Almighty power ! 
We had not dreamed of this disastrous hour. 
Bercan — Senan, our ancient prophets saw 
The dread revealings of thy mystic law; 
Thy truth the breast of pious Kieran warmed ; 
Sage Columns lips, thy spirit. Lord ! informed, 
The bounteous Columkille; on Caillan came 
Thy inspiration, and the elysian flame 
lUumed the soul of Ultan ; Colman too. 
Nurtured with heavenly food, all these foreknew 
Thy dispensations — but they bade us not 
To deprecate this dark impending lot ; 
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be^^nb^cHc lei ^ 3-c$mh<^nie<^nih m lftihub^^ml 

7Vx i x^\m cji^i&hce, if^'^hA, c^Ajt^, 
"^K^-pIiuishiTii Wbh ^ fiiT A chjiSn-nihac, 
C& |i' 3h<^bh c?LiiitTi3<^i|te<^chc ph&cqtuicc n^emhch^ 
|l^h bhe^pc&in no 'P^e<^n&in i"h6mih, bhil. 

ChiA]i^in Chlu<^nA bo ynu^ip 36ille^6h, 
CholAim-Cille ^n oinich ^^he<^[i<^ich, 
jli^bh Ch^illm no Ulc&in c-i-^op^icli, 
<{]o Cliolm<^in ^IbliU b&'p bh<^ b«^c>K^ Trfeup 3Ur. 

Uch i*n ieh ! mo bhjion 3h^u]i fe ! 

fyio 3hul ! mo ch^^ofth I mo bhichc&lle ! 

jyio lorn ! mo 3hleoi6h ! mo che$6h ! mo Venn 3huipc ! 

jyio nxi^w I mo mhille<^bli ! mo mhipe ! mo ph^m-bhiioi6 ! 

Cpi<^n ^ n-3<^Wit 30 plluf ni l&up bh^mh, 
'Jlchc nd 5<^rfbhil *3 ^ irnomh^bh 'r '3 ^ n-3eun-3hoin, 
'S ^ 3-C"P fior, '3 ^ 3-cUdTbhe<^bh, 'r '3 ^ r^ub^^bh, 
le pl^i3h^ le 30|tc^, le eo3^bli *x ^ ^'PHSPi^f- 
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They said not, " burning tears shall overflow. 

Dark days shall come upon thee ; shame and woe. 

The reeking phial of a tyrant's hate 

Shall wash thee, and thou shalt be desolate ; 

No joy or hope shall visit thy cold breast. 

Till reason reel with the huge weight opprest ; 

And thy soul, seared beneath the chastening rod. 

Shall almost curse the high behests of God" — 

And yet, the burning tear hath steeped my cheek. 

And every pang that tyranny could wreak ; 

Shame, anguish, all, save madness and despair. 

To freeze my accents or to warp my prayer, 

All have I known ; lost all ; Oh God ! my trust 1 

Faith only lives to raise me from the dust. — 

Though war its fiery plagues around me breathe. 

Faith prompts my sword from its inglorious sheath ; 

No bloodless triumph shall my children yield. 

While Thou, dread chastener ! look'st upon the field 

Not unapproving — at destruction's brink 

My ^^ heart's established and will not shrink ; '' 

Father of mercies ! — oh forgive the thought 

That dared impugn thy fiat — if our lot 

Have been a dark one ; if defeat have bowed, 

And trouble girded us as with a shroud, 

Not thine the cruelty, but ours the crime 

That stirred thee, slow to vengeance ; in their prime 
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4|i ]i<^ibh d m-b^T<^ <^ n-3U^c<^ibh ^ cheile, 
4^1 poibh <^n cu<^ch 50 -pu^^ishce 6' <^en-ccil, 
*y Tii p^ibh ^n ChlK^ji <^ )ii<^mh ^chc p^bch^. 

bo bhibh cuib Monz^ bhiobh 6e bh|i^3Aibh, 
QVj cuib n$ bhi le f^p ti<^ n-ei|ice<^ch, 
6h& chuib <^ili le 5<^lUibh <^3 s&ille<^Mi, 
Cuib le cle<^T<^ibh <^3 we^^lUbh r\^ n-5<^^h^U. 

Cuib 6t ^pb ^' b-p&ipc nd h-eipe<^n, 

7Vx i^b bo shni^ich y<^oi U^imh '3 & cp'ei3e<^nn, 

Cuib <^3 Te<^i'<^bh 'n ^3h^ibh 'y^^cy^n 'be'n b-c<^^bh 'nnuich, 

QVy i<^b 'n ^ bhi<^ibh pn leo f^oi zhim m&Te. 

bu^n mo Tnh<^lU^chc ^3 |:e<^p^bh ^ip An 3-cl^p pn, 
?IY <^»p A 3-cu<^ine 30 lu^n <^n c-^l^ibhe, 
luchb 3^n bll^e cpolbhe b% ch^ile, 
bo pinne |:&y<^ch be chtJ^p Cibhip. 

bo chup TU^x be u^^ij-libh 5<^^feb^Wch', 
*2lip <^p chuic c<^nncp<^chc An ^unQii bhei3he^n^ich, 
eoin-b<^i|Te &pb-e<^i-bo3 ^h^pnK^, 
^l^-yhe<^p-<^ice ^n ph&fkQ A' n-Cipirm, 
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Though sunk our thousands. Lord ! we kiss the hand 
Stretched not to desolate, but purge the laud. 
Weigh well the lesson ye surviving few. 
Your country's hope, its moral points to you ; 
Scan the monition well, for it imparts 
How human fate is shaped by human hearts; 
Stout ones are swords ; the false, the feeble, chains. 
And yours were false and feeble, and the stains. 
The deep, the damning stains of cold deceit 
With virtuous seeming cloked — the deep retreat 
Of the shut soul with foulest treason rife. 
Belying the lip's promise ; the keen knife 
Searching the side, while the betrayer's sword 
Assured the blood its subtle stroke unstored ; 
These stains were yours — say not the hand of God 
Hath armed the despot with an iron rod — 
Blame your own vices — may the blood you've spilt. 
Your tears wash out the suicidal guilt ! 

Degenerate spirits 1 while my glazing eye 
Dwells on these phantoms ; when I hear the cry. 
The long, low cry, whose quivering accents come 
Back on me now — when I remember some. 
True to the land, which glory had caressed 
And learning dignified ; and affluence blessed 
But for the mean malignant souls that strove, 
By petty jealousies and mean self love. 
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QI3 p <^n chtiiT If c&f bo m* bh^ji^ibh, 
'JI3 p <^n c^x bo chp&bh 30 l&p me, 
7i chui|t yolAch <^i|i i"holui" r\6. 3|t^ine, 
60 chmjt 3ttuAim ^'x hu^ibhjie^bh ^ip j^up^ibh. 

y ^0 chuiji ^n €o|t<^ip if^ei cheobh ^lipf, 
?1'T C|ieibe<^Tnh ChjiTorr ^ jiir t<^o1 neulUibh, 
[Tl^lUchc 30 beoi3h ^ip ph6|t n^ bh-|:<^el-chon, 
5ibhe<^bh fix ^0 bhoicli ni chp^i3pe<^b. 

fyi^ipibh ifix ^e ph^P fyihil&puix 
'Jin c-'Jlobh buTbhe bheT:hui3he<^ll n^ ^mne, 
TPe<^|t Aip <^|i ch&iin3<^iii Y&i3h fi<^ch b[i$u3<;eh, 
*2l chuipipe^^f 5^11 cp^ n-<^ ch&le. 

fy|<^ipibh <^n pik^ibh-yhe^^p 3pu<^ibh.3lie<^l TP^ibhlim, 
TVx Copn<^il TPe<^p3h<^ll <^n 3^iT3e<^bh^cb 6uchc<^ch, 
7Vx llobh 0*bpuin le <^ b.cuiq:e<^bh c€<^b<^, 
M<^ipibh C<^OTnh^Ti<^ich ^^ Cu^^ch^^il Uecbb<^. 

fy|<^ipibb An ch6ip n<^ch clobb<^bh <^' n-<^^n ch<teh, 
tlu<^pc<^ich, |l<^3b<^Uich <^'r bpi^Ti<^ 16 ch&le, 
Tiol 3-Ce<^lUich n&'p bb.|:<^nn ^'n-^^n 3hoil, 
^l3ur pol 3.Conchobh<^ip iT<^ipe<^mh^il, ir^ubmh^^ip. 
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And rankest perfidy to render nought 

The teeming promise of the deeds they wrought. 

Scarce can my lips the stniggling curse repress 

On those who marred it into wilderness — 

Weep for the treason 1 weep for the high race 

Its lordly victims ! oh ! could tears efface 

The record^ all had been forgotten now^ 

That quenched the light of heaven's indignant brow. 

Mantling with lurid, clouds the sky's expanse. 

Till Europe felt the cold unnatural trance ; 

Christ's faith dishonoured could salt tears atone. 

The righteous penalty were mine alone ; 

But oh not thus the forfeit might be paid ! 

A thrilling curse the holy nuncio laid 

Upon the recreant race ; could justice less 7 

And steeped my soul in utter bitterness — 

But why should fruitless grief my soul employ, 

When hope assuring points to promised Boy, 

By gifted lips to other days foreshewn, 

Scourge of the stranger; and not Boy alone, 

Still can my banner o'er Milesians fly, 

Lo 1 where our Phelim stands ; his flashing eye 

Bright as his tireless blade ; and, by his side. 

The proud O'Ferrall bares no brand untried, 

O'Byrne the puissant — the dauntless tribes 

Of Tool and Kavanagh — ^high fame inscribes 
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^3uypol3-C&pchAich iK^ch n-6e&piK^ibh cle-be<^|ir, 
6^1 3-C<^iy TK^ n-sniomh A3UV pol 3-Ciiinei6e, 
yiiochc ei|ie<^nih$iii ^*x m^n-T^^liochc €ibhi|t, 
*ll3ur le<^ch-4t03hA pc3h<^ 1^ h-^3r. 

?l'|- le<^ch-Coin mh^ip le p* bu<^bh<^&h c^u6 chAch, 

0'4l<^^liTihu<^iMi n<^ iiu<^ch<^ii n-ei3in, 
fA^c Cochl&in n^ 3-c<^iirle'^n ii-3le3he<^l. 

bfoTTiT^^ich <^n |:<^ol-chu leimne<^ch, 
O'Cei^jibhAill cpufK^ch bh Jichchc €ile, 

O'^ojibh^^, Cnpl^^n" <^'rO'6oinn-rl&bhe. 
6^ii|:<^i6h An b^imh p 30 3ei^|iti <^en-cho|ip 

buAbh ^^iji 5hAlUibh <^* X^m:sil bo bh^ji^i^ib, 

?l3 ^ullAch-^i^iiTiTi <^ifi bhAin|:heA|t<^ibh p^ubjx^ib. 

^1 bhiAbh ce<^n3<^l le Y*<^3i-<^ibh <^3 <^^n ne<^ch, 
<Hi bhiAbh cAibjie^mh le h-*lllb<^Ti'c1i<^ibh mAoU, 
4fi bhi<^bh TnA)tch<^inn {^iji e^chqi<^inii* <^' n-Cipinn, 
'Y m bhi<^bh ce^b coimipce Aip cheATi3<^ni An l)he<^pU^. 
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No worthier name on her emblazoned roll 
Than the O'Rourkes ; O'Reillys : storm of soul 
The O'Briens come ; the O'Kellys; nor can shame 
Point at O'Conor's fallen yet regal name — 
Come Clan Mac Carthy honour looks for you ; 
Dalcassians and O'Kennedys ; and^ true 
To their ancestral fame, great Heber's race; 
While Heremons assert their well earned place. 
Theme of admiring bards Leath Moath maintains 
Her high repute ; au hundred glorious plains 
Live in your memories, ye sons of Con. 
See ! 0'MaoIeachIain*s sturdy blade is drawn, 
THiine O'Molloy, red sickler, strong to cleave. 
And falcon-like the flying ranks to reave ; 
Mac Cogblan now deserts his lime-white towers, 
O'Dempsy, rushing wolf; the marshalled powers 
Of Ely answer fierce O'Carroll's call ; 
Bearhaveu's lord hath left his stately hall — 
OTlinn — the O'More, and, bounding from his hills. 
Valiant O'Dunn the glorious gathering fills. — 
Weave, conquest, weave a chaplet for the brave ; 
Fame through all time their deathless memories save. 
Tinted at Saingil — soon shall Mullaghmast 
With ruddier hue their conquering blades o'ercast — 
Through weltering fields the panic route pursue ! 
Our weak estrangements well the Saxon knew. 
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^liji chlAinn ChAilbhiTi chlMf^^ich, bhji<^b<^ich, bhp^- 

3Aich, 
biAbh A n-uAiyle A*n-uAchc<^ii Aiji ^ijicibh, 
Wy 3Siiii -pR choll <^ n-bK^ibh chlAnn IficeiiuiT. 

biAbh A 3-cjieibe<^mh 3<^n mlnlleAbh 3<^n qiAecliAbh, 
bii^bh An eA3luiT A3 ceA3A)3A6h A 6-qi^u6A, 
l)|ii^icb|ie, eATboi3, f A3Ai|tc A^ Cleiii'chAibh^ 
'X beibh fich 30 beoi3h 'n A &heoi3h A3 Cipinn. 

5ul6hini-p 6121, m&Y miAnn leiy iu'eifceAchr, 
5uibhim lOT^l A chftheAr An mei6 p> 
*2l'r An ybiopAb <llAoimhchA, A jiif b'A^n-coil, 

^ui[te [Vlb<lchAi|t A'l" p&cqiuicc b&6-3heAl. 

ColAm Cjioibhe A3Ui- bpT3hicc nAomhchA, 
50 n-6Ain3nf3he pA6 5<^oi6hil 6*<^ ch&le, 
*y 30 b-n3ibh bhiobh An 3monih yo bh^nAbh, 
5Aill bo bhTbi|tc A'y Cjiwch bhAnbhA rhAoftAbb. 

7ln qtKuh ciiTochnui3h An c-yish bheAn pb^ucAch, 
^Aji A bubbjiAf Ai|i b-tuj An nri^ib p, 
lAji m-buAlAbh A bAf 30 ppAb 1^ ch&le, 
60 chuAibh p piAT be 11UA13 30 n^ullAibh. 
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And clutched the sceptre with an iron grasp-^ 
He sways the faulchion with a feebler clasp ! 
Flee, trembling churls ! high justice wakes at last. 
Sternly to reckon o'er the guilty past — 
Flee from the land's assembled might, nor stain, 
Saxon or Scot, her sacred soil again. 

Oh what a lambent glory kindles now. 
Chasing the shadows from leme's brow, 
Green as the sward upon her mountain's side 
Floats her broad banner o'er the girding tide — 
A vigorous race her children stand around. 
Free as the billows, mighty as their bound ; 
Lo ! where the opening clouds reveal a form 
Tranquil as sunshine — ^stately as the storm. 
Tremble ye false ones that strange altars raise. 
Insulting heaven with opprobrious praise ; 
Tremble ye false oues while religion's hand 
Bids the broad volume of her truth expand — 
Prompt at the summons of the meek-eyed maid, 
Faith rears the crosier — freedom bares the blade, 
" Truth and the Gael" — 'tis Banba's rallying word. 
Stamped on each banner, graven on each sword — 
Pours every lip the sacred burthen round. 
And every heart reverberates the sound. 
Fainting and foiled the bleeding scorners fly; 
While, freedom's eldest born, with humid eye, 

VOL. u Y 
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5^Ti TPp^cAbh^ 3^n shlSp 3^11 qte$i)t, 3^11 A^n chop, 
l^n be bh|t$n cp6 X5^^ ^ T3^ulc<^. 

Cft&ch bHibhe^T 't 6a\ fl^imh ^m i^he$|t^ibhe bh^uitAch, 
ITITle 30 leiuh, chui3 bheich A'r chib leif, 
^3 pTi bdcfbh-p C|tioch mo tS^^^T^- 



50 m-bubh rl&n 6o'n mhTK^ol bhibh ^ |t<^eT]t <^i|t u^ish Ui 

te C|t&bh ^ qtoibhe A3 cAoine<^bh u^^t^I 5<^^h<^l^ 
5ibh ^^i^Z T^ wio chK 30 Tudichce qieith, 
lAo 3hii&{)h 1 'r 5^ch nibh 6** 3.cudUiMi m& 
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Peace, o*er the prospect waves her mantling wing. 
And bards, in Erin's tongue, her triumphs sing. 
God of my hope ! thou seest my soul's distress — 
My tears— my anguish— God of mercy ! bless 
This union of the Gael — my bleeding heart 
Invokes thee, heavenly queen ! oh thou, that art 
Our own apostle; thou of gentlest breast — 
Columb ; and Bridget, on each warrior's crest 
Bid victory sit, till Banba's circling wave 
Encompass not a tyrant or a slave ! — 

These suppliant accents breathed, all wildly clung 
The maiden's hands, in holy transport wrung, 
Her upraised brow with heaven's effulgence shone. 
Then sudden wrapt from earth the nymph was gone — 
And solitude was on me, and the thought 
Darker than solitude ; in vain I sought 
With straining eye to catch the lustruous hue 
Of her unearthly vesture as she flew ; 
And I was left alone with my despair. 
Weeping the mighty hearts that mouldered there. 

Adieu to her who poured beside the tomb. 
That wondrous tale of mingling joy and gloom ; 
Dear maid ! blest tale 1 on every tear you drew. 
Sweet Hope looked down ; my soul remembers you. 



y2 
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iTORNA'S LAMENT FOR CORC AND NIAL, 
A. D. 423. 

The rule de nan appareniUms et non exittentilms eadem 
ratio, has long been applicable to the Bardic remains of 
Ireland. Whatever the public may have heard of our ancient 
Fileas, it knows but little of their works ; hence, an apparently 
well-formed, though certainly erroneous, conclusion seems to 
have been adopted, either that no such works have ever been 
extant, or that they have altogether perished by the hand of 
time, or in the unparalleled dbtractions of this unhappy country.* 



* The people of Wales and Scotland have anxiously enconraged the publication of 
their ancient literature ; but in Ireland, even to the present day, it has been almost 
entirely neglected. This national apathy may be accounted for, in some degree, 
by our unhappy dissentions, and the division of our population into two great 
contending parties, the Anglo-Irish and the Milesian-Irish ; both actuated by 
diflferent views and interests, and, for some centuries, irreconcilable enemies. 
The former invanably looked with a jealous eye on the language and literature 
of Ireland, which they endeavoured to depreciate and destroy, as Anti- English 
and Anti-Protestant ; white the latter, or ancient natives, though always well 
inclined to protect and restore those memorials of their ancestors, were debarred 
from so doing by political circumstances. Thus it has happened, that since the 
splendid projects of the Friars of Donegal in the seventeenth century, (which 
were unfortunately frustrated by the troubles of 1641,) no Irishman has as yet 
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That much has been so destroyed is a melancholy fact, wbicfa 
cannot be denied ; but that a great and valuable portion of oar 
early literature has survived, is also equally incoDtrovertible. 
In the present part of this work, a few of these preserved relica 
are laid before the readers ; and should tht*y have the elKect of 
awakening the attention of my fellow countrymen to the re- 
mainder of those neglected remnants of national antiquity, 1 
shall esteem myself amply rewarded for the time and labour 
bestowed on this undertaking. 

Toma Eigeas, or the teamed, the author of the pr^eot ode, 
was one of the last of our Pagan Bards, though he lias been, 
by some, supposed to have been a Christian. He fl«ittrisbed 



appeared, to undertake or patronise any pervasive measure for the restoratioa of 
the ancient literature and poetry of his native country.— Not so in the patriotic 
Principality of Wales. There, an individual, Owen Jones, '*The Thames 
Street Furriert" or, according to his well deserved and more enviable appellatioa, 
*' the Cambrian Mecaenas/' has done more for the liteiary honor and character 
of his native land, than all that the sons of Erin have been able to achieve 
for theirs, for the last 200 years. In 1774, this excellent man, whose life w^t 
dedicated to tiie preservation of the literary treasures of his country, founded the 
Gwjfneddigim Society, and collected, printed and published, at his sole expence, 
that noble monument of Cymric literature, the Akch biology or Wales. With 
a per^verance as ardent as it was inflexible^ he employed his time and his purie 
in the collection of all the ancient manuscripts relating to the history, the poetry, 
and the antiquities of Wales ; and, in addition to those of which the Archaiology 
consists, he succeeded in obtaining nearly one hundred quarto volumes of Welch 
poetry, which have been lately published by the Cywunrodorum Society. — See 
that valuable publication, the Retrospective Review, vol. xi. p. 68. In vain do 
we seek in Ireland for any such example of genuine patriotism. Neither col- 
lectively nor individually b the like to be found. The venerable literary remains 
of former days, (and no country could produce them in greater number, or of 
higher value,) are rapidly decaying, but no generous spitit, like that of the 
noble>niinded Welchman, appears, to rescue them from deiitniction. The sons 
of the Gael— the ancient Milesian race, have seldom required stimulants in the 
career of glory, even when decorating with laurels the proud brows of their 
oppressors. Here then an achievement awaits them, worthy their piety and 
patriotism, to rescue from the destroying hand of time those ancient monuments 
on which depends so much of the fame and glory of their country and anceslon. 



i 
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early io the Aftb century, and a particular account of his life 
and works will be found in OTlaherty*s Ogygia, and in Bishop 
!N icholson's Irish Historical Library. In his time, the Irish 
Monarchy haying become vacant. Cere, king of Munster, of 
the race of Heber, eldest son of MUeniu, and Nialy descended 
from Herimon the youngest son, contended for the throne, each 
claiming it, under various pretences, as his hereditary right. 
Our bard, who was then the chief Druid, Doctor^ or Ard-ol- 
iamh of the kingdom, and who had been preceptor, (or, as he 
himself seems to insinuate, foster father) to both princes, 
endeavoured to reconcile their differences. Three poems of his 
composition, commemorative of these contending chiefs, are 
extant. In the first, he delivers certain precepts to his pupil 
Nial ; the second exhibits him in the character of a mediator 
between the royal rivals^ in which office it seems he was suc- 
cessful, vide Mac Curtin^s Antiquities, p. 122; and the third 
poem, here translated, describes, in feeling terms, the friendship 
which they bore for our bard, and his lamentation for their 
death. These poems, which are preserved in manuscripts of 
considerable antiquity, gave rise, about the close of the six- 
teenth century, to a memorable poetical contest between the 
bards of the North and South of Ireland, well known as the 
lom<^pb<^6h ibiji le^ch Cum i^su^r leAch ^osh^^bh, — "The 
contention of the bards of the Northern and Southern divisions 
of Ireland*' — Controversia Hibernica, Ultoniam inter at Momo- 
niam, de nobilitate Regum utriusque Provinciae orta. This 
contest was commenced by Teige Mac Daire a famous bard of 
Thomond, who sought to exalt die Southern princes, and par- 
ticularly the O'Briens, over the Northern descendants of Nial ; 
while Louis O^Clery and other bards of Leath Cuin ably sup- 
ported the pretensions of the latter. The several poems pro- 
duced on both sides have been collected under the above title, 
and, independently of their value as literary compositions, they 
contain allusions to historical facts, of which there is reason to 
believe no otbe; proofs are now remaining. The lamarba is. 
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therefore, highly deserving of pubiicatioii. To most copies is 
prefixed Torna's Duan, beginning &&il c&rhA ^vc\\i Coftc 
ly ^\M» — ** The cause of war betwixt Core and Nial;" but 
whatever disputes subsisted, respecting the right of precedency 
between these rival princes and their descendants^ all our con- 
tending bards were unanimous, as to the poetical merits of this 
ancient composition.* 

« " The ties of holy fosterage." 
The bard gives his wards an appellation particularly endear- 
ing among the Irish, ^o bhK bh&U:<^mi, My two foster chil- 
dren. Cambrensis extols the exceeding great love which, id 
Ireland, subsisted between the fosterers and their foster-chil- 
dren. Sir John Davies alludes to it in his Historical Relations 
— See also Colgan, p. 496, and Ware, i. 72. — This, like many 
other Irish customs, with our Finian poetry and ancient music, 
reached Scotland. — See Johnson's Journey to the Western 
Islands ; and the Report of the Conunittee of the Highland 
Society on the poems of Ossian, p. 147. 

3 <( Albania bowed to NiaFs bands." 
Nial invaded Alba^ and gave it the name of Seaiia minar. 
In his reign, St. Patrick was brought a captive to Ireland. 
About this period, as Christianity encreased in Ireland, the 



* This is a fioe old poem, and I regret having been disappointed in my inten- 
tion of including it in this collection. It contains some passages of great force 
and beauty, boflb A crpe<^ch<^n ^^Jl S^ch qii^13 "The wares loud 
roaring on the shore/' is a happy assimilation of the sound to the sense. The 

distich 'YuAill n^ch |-coila6 neoill neimhe, 71 r1i|teoin 

<^l|l <^ n:<^ljipi6ne, *' A wonder that the heavens were not rent, by 
the shoutings of the multitude/' is truly poetic. The heroes contend like 
Achilles and Agamemnon.— After Core's declaration that be would not forego 
his claim to the Sovereignty, Nial, without vouchsafing a reply, commands im- 
mediate preparation for war. ^^ C<^ch<^ bo CUJl <^TnAch, '« Pour forth 
the battalions/' (a metaphor taken from letting sheep loose out of a pen,) is not 
unworthy of Homer. Torna lived upwards of 1400 years ago. 
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salutation, ^lon 6iX 6huic, " One God to you," became 
general among the people. It was at first used interrogatively 
by the new convert^ towards his pagan neighbour, to ascer- 
tain whether the latter had embraced the Christian faith, and 
admitted only the one true God, but it was afterwards under- 
stood as a pious wish for his conversion. It is a curious fact, 
that the same salutation has continued in use to the present 
day, a period of upwards of 1400 years, in many parts of 
Ireland, although the original meaning is forgotten. 



REMAINS OF THE PAGAN BARDS. 

Although 1 have commenced this part of the present work, 
with a poem of one of the kut of our pagan hards, it was not 
for want of others of a much earlier date, some of which I shall 
now proceed to lay before the reader* These consist of a few 
short odes, attributed to AmergiM, the son, and Lvgad, the 
nephew, of MilmuHf who lived about one thousand years before 
the Christian era; to Royn^ the poetic, who preceded it by 
four centuries; and Fercevrtre, who lived shortly before it. 
Although in the last sentence the word " attributed'* has been 
used, out of respect for the antiquarian scruples of some readers, 
yet the writer is himself firmly convinced of the antiquity of 
these poems, and tliat they have been composed by the bards 
whose names they bear. To this conclusion he has arrived, 
after a scrupulous investigation of the language and contents of 
our earliest records, aided by whatever external evidence could 
be found to bear on the subject ; and he has no doubt, but that 
a similar investigation, by any unprejudiced mind, would lead to 
a similar conclusion. Here, the historical sceptic would do well 
to consider what Spenser and Camden, no friends, by the way, 
of the Irish, say of their remote origin, llie latter ascribes it 
to the very beginning of time, and his opinion is supported by 
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the investigations of the ablest modern antiquaries. But wbat, 
if Ireland were yet proved to be a fragment of the famous 
Atiantis of antiquity. We know that '* where the Atlantic 
rolls wide Continents have bloomed." Some scattered tradi- 
tions among the Irish are otherwise inexplicable. The geogra- 
phical projection of the Island^ its whole line of precipitom 
coast, from the Giant's Causeway, westward, to the scattered 
islets on the South of Munster, afford undeniable proofs of some 
great convulsion of nature, at an early period of the world. 
Hence, Whitehurst was of opinion, that the celebrated cooti- 
nent alluded to, extended from Ireland, and the Azores, to the 
shores of America. If our ancient records were collected and 
published, much additional assistance might be derived by the 
learned, towards elucidating this, and many other points of 
primary importance to the early history of Europe. — To return, 
however, from this digression. 

The following poems are taken from the Leabhar OkabkaiiuSj 
or '' Book of Invasions," an old historical record, of which a 
copy, tratucribed in the beginning of the twelfth century, from 
one of an earlier date, now remains in the Buckingham library, 
at Stowe. — See O'Conor's catalogue of the Irish MSS. there 
preserved.— They are written chiefly. in the Bearla Feni, or 
Fenian dialed. The language is so obsolete, that it cannot be 
understood without a gloss ; and even the gloss itself is fre- 
quently so obscure, as to be equally difficult with the text. 
The old glossaries of these ancient dialects are lost, or lie hid- 
den in foreign libraries ; and there can be no doubt but that the 
want of them has prevented our linguisiB and antiquaries from 
illustrating and publishing many valuable manuscripts; and, 
amongst others, the follovring ancient fragments. It is not 
intended here, to accompany these poems with translations, 
which would necessarily require explanations too copious for 
my present limits. I must, therefore, be content, as in other 
instances, with merely preserving the originals. 

The first poem, by Amergin, was composed while he was 
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coasting on the shores of Ireland. It is in Conaehn verse, 
accompanied by a gloss, and evidently appears to have been 
sung to music. It bears every mark of the highest antiquity. 
The bard intimates that he and his companions, sailing on the 
clear sea, approached the land of Erin. — He praises the appear- 
ance of the country as he passes along — its fruitful extensive 
heights — extensive dropping woods— showery cascade-like 
rivers— overflowing lakes, and innumerable springs ; and na- 
turally wishes that it may prove to them a country of peace 
and delights, &c. This was esteemed an ancient poem in the 
ninth century. 

'Jliliu i^zh n-Ciite^^riTi ■ — ^Cp m<^c mhui)i moch^^ch *» — 
|Vlodi<^ch Tlw^bh yjte^^ch^^ch — ^rpe^^ch^ch coill cioch<^ch *^ — 
Cioch^^ch <^bh eAy^^ch ^ — ^e<^T<^ch loch lionmh^^p * — 
lioTi?nh<^)i cAip nopp<^ — Ciopp<^ zu^zh <^on^ch ^ — 
'JloiK^ch pish Ce^mhp<^ch — Ce<^mhop cop cu<^ch<^^ — 
Cu<^ch<^ m^c |7lile<^bh *» — ^mile Ions libhe<^pn* — 



Siuwy. 



b 



■3^^^e<^^^> Y^P^^'' ^^ h-Cipa^Tin 60 pochc<^iTi bumn. — 
muinap Az^ <^3 eipiin no <^3 m^pcuishe^chc <^ip ^r\ minp 
mhopchopch<^i3h,Tio <^ip<^Ti <^bhbh<^l mhinp. — ^^lipTc^^pn^bh 

<^3UT <^ip TP^^^'^**3^^^'^ ^^P ^ T^^^^''^* ^^P ^ TPo^chAibh 
<^3UT Aip A ccoillnbh <^ip ^ m-bi6 ce<^ch<^. — ^ 5^ h<^ibhnibh 
^3"T 3^ he<^T^ibh. — ^ b^ loch<^ liOTiTnh<^p<^. — ' b^ hioiTK^b 
oobp<^b, no <^ip chulchuibh oobp<^6. — ^30 p^^ibh <^on<^c1i no 
<^oibhne<^T. — » 5^ p<^ibh prjh u<^inn ^pan ^ Cce^mhp^^. — 
*ll3UT 30 ni-b<^ h4 buy cuAch b*<^p n-ioni<^b tii^h. — **5^ 
m^bh |!olU^T mic |7lile<^bh ^pop cu<^ch<^.— * Cipe i<pfclon3, — 
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libh«^|tii ^|t6 Cipe ^ — ^Cijie Apb bichle<^T ^ — 
feiche<^b<^l po 5h<^och "• — po 3<^ot bdn bpeiye" — 
bfieiy b<^n bu<^i3hne — bu<^i5hne be <^bhbh<^l Cipe ** — 
Cipe Ope<VT»ihw opcuy p — ^ip eibhic^p Ailpof, 

The next poev, or Rithairee, by Amergin, was composed on 
his Innding at htver-Coipa, near the present town of Droghpda — 

^m 3<^och 1 muip — <^m conn qie<^ch<^n — 

Tim -pu^^im m<^p — <^m b^mh yecip^ 

^Im x^sb <^ille — (^m bep 3p&ne — 

Tim c^om lubh^ — ^m cope 3<^ille — 

Tim e. 0, 1 linnibh — <^m loch i ni<^i5h — 

Tim bpi3h 6<^n<^ — ^m 3<^i l<^ ipobhb — ^):e<^p (^f ipe<^chc<^ — 

*Jlm 6<^e fce<^lbbuT 6o chinn cocnii — coiche no6 sle^n cloc1i<^p 

yleibhe — 
Ck^ 6u 1 luibh ipuine 3p^ine — 
Ci<^ yei^chc pechc pch 3<^n eccl<^ — 
Ciy non6o3h bu<^p ce<^chp<^ch abbbhe— 
CiA 6^on ci^ 6M bMlbhuT 1P<^obhp<^ <(nbionn — 
Inbionn <^ile<^T, c^^mce b\c^n cochlAchc — 



^ libhe^pn ni<^c JVIile<^6h le t&ippomh 'Tnncc, — ' ^6hbh<^l 
pluybi^, noiT b\^t^. — ^ Tin c-&ipche<^6<^l po 3hAoch-T^ 6o 
bh^n<^nib. — ^° 5^^!^^^^ ^^^ 3^06^^ bpcii". — ^® bu<^i3Tine 
bbmnn pochcAin 3UT ^n r<^op-inn<^oi Cipe ^^ibh^e^^ch. — 
p 5^^he<^6h Cipembon ^^uj Cibhiop. 
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6<^ile<^T 1pe<^bh<^ 1po6h<^il cobhIAch— ^ch<(in <(ille-— 

C<^ch<^iTi i<^[t<^?nh bo cofccx^l qfcc i n-inbe<^)i0ibh — 
.^TCCi^ch muiii moch<^ch ct|i — CoTn^^ibhm neycc i^^ycc p 

rumn pe<^ch<^ibh— 
Cn TpAips cfiu<^ibh c^^T^ip iphionn— ce<^b<^ibh i<^ch le<^ch<^n 

inil pojtc — 
^l cU^oibh, coTn^^ibhm nej-cc i<^|^j<^ch muiit, Mycc<^ch. 

The third poem is by Lugad, the son of Ith^ and contempo- 
rary of Atnergin, In the old copy of the book of Inyasions at 
Stowe, Lugad is called C^b l<^ib h-Cp. The first, or pri- 
maeval bard of Erin. He delivered these verses on the loss 
of his wife, Fial, who died through excess of shame, for 
having been seen naked while bathing. The bard represents 
himself as seated on a cold and stormy beach, overwhelmed 
with great sorrow; for a woman died — Fial her name — a 
beauteous flower — ^being unveiled, she saw a hero on the shore 
— great and oppressive was her death to her husband— The 
river Fial in Munster, where the event occurred, still bears her 
name. The language of this poem is most ancient 

f uibhe<^ni priTi ifofi y^n qt<^chc — 

<^iTibhcbe<^ch ipuAchc • — 

C|iioch Y^\i wo bh^b <^bhbh<^l e^chc — 
e^chc bow |iu<^chc — 
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^ly n&fchiw fchinbh Afc b&cb be^^n — 
bpos^iT bUbh •» — 

^hbh<(l ^cc €cc 60111 [tu<^chc — 

C)iu^ibb pom chlAibh/ — 

^ochc <^ Yi|t <^ii |to yhil — 

pa fio jnnbh. 

The following is another venerable fragment of antiquity, 
composed by Royni JHe^ or the bard, son of Ugame Mar, 
monarch of Ireland, who flourished about four centuries before 
the Christian era. He briefly describes the progress of the 
GaJeU from Egypt, through Scythia and Spain, to Ireland ; the 
division of the island among them, and the names of their 
leaders.— 

^ mbic U3<^iTie co T<^cb — bo ]iuf ei]iinn in3<^bh. 
^i\b^m |tu<(ibh pe |te|tb<^b<^|i ycia<^ T<^icbpc 
Ylu<^i3h pi Te<^n<^ip pechc^^cop Ciccipc A nbiobh^bh 
CmscpiT c^nopc oll^pbh<^ip bebh<^iy muip pobb<^ip 
]lepT<^c pe puibblio)* \A y6. po ipechr<^ibh ipoTi<^iy 
^ml ycoc<^ combe<^pc Ap nAirhpe ^\t\m sAbhy^^c 3<^oibhil 
llechiy feoc comh<^inm c^^iii in3hin |!op<^innfi pepMr<^p 
^iiibpiii3e TTK^ibhib 30 f cinA cinnpc cMnn coco, cUnn^^ 



** 'Zlip ^ pAibh biye^^cb ^^3 c^ifiiTii(i3hAbh. — ^ |le i:e<^p- 
bhAchc ^r\ cp^nphip b'-ph^^icpn oy <^n bh-'f!e<^pAnn 11-3IA11. — 
** Clobh no cocbi^ilr bo chAbh<^ipc -pop ^ bhpT. 
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CU^iy CO l)eicciiic <^mlH^i ^lecnnebuy h^ 'f!0{t<^in?n ip<^il. 
Ypi "^y/Mh 3<^bli<^T cle<^iiihnAT l^ecCTnebuT boi fcoc^^ 
*llcc Tcoich chiiiel c^^owchU^iy ^mm uAib. bpojr^^c ye^^ch 
^ly^\i^^e ifo -pei^p ifon ci<^ch lAch<^|i '^peinmy "^P^^itT^^ish 
'^po 6on Tepc pp <^iTim pechc<^c<^p C^^IT^. <^ ccoimpch 
llich 6onn <^ipe<^ch Aimhip3in Cimhip Ip <^on colprhA 

Cipe^mhon 
CpAnTK^n oc ni<^c<^ 5^l<^mh 3<^bhy<^iT rm<^6h mil. m<^ic 

y^\i -pel Tpillpc ']pobh<^ilpc Cip. An fe<^ 

Ye yei^lbh TAeshUnn^^ch yA y^^e -pp -penei^chi^ii" 

"Ppiy ne6h p^h pociriuipc TneA)-<^ m<^oin <^iii<^ic. 



The next noted bard before the era of redemption, i^bose 
works have descended to our time, is Ferceirtne. He sung, in 
the following poem, of Ollamh Fodhla, the monarch and lawgiver 
of the Irish, whom he describes as valiant in battle ; as having 
founded the miip n' olIAmh, or college of the learned ; and 
instituted the Feu of Tarah ; and that he ruled in peace and 
glory, for forty years, as sole monarch of Ireland. This poem 
also gives an account of six succeeding rulers of his race, and 
explains the origin of the names of the great territorial divisions 
of Ireland. It is highly prized by Irish antiquaries. 



OlU^mh 'pobhIA peoch^^ip 3<^l — 60 po p^^inn mup n'olU^mh — 
C.n^ pi3h pui^nnh 30 p<^ch — l^j ^ n-be<^pTK^6h ^peiT 
Ce<^Tnhp<^ch — 

VOL. II. z 
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Ce<^chjK^ch<^ bli<^bh<^in blAbh bmn — ^boi 'n ^ &i|tbpi3h fcp 

eipinn — 
ConAbh uAibh ^fli^ t^^mjic pn — ^s^^bhy^^c Ul. <^inniniii3TiAMi 
5<^bhT<^ ye jii peim 3^ n-3<^il — -pop Cipinn OllAmh^^in — 
Ce<^chiw^cb<^ A|i c^6 <^chc qti qi<^ — ^ni diubhchAibh ne^cb 

e<^ro|t|K^ Ann — 

"^K^chi^ OillioU Afin 3<^ocb poy 3<^bh — <^3ut <^n b<^6hbh 

U^och l)e<^itn3h<^l — 
bA h-OllAmh {^ipbe 3<^cb <^il — m^e ip^sb "^piAcb^^ "^lonn- 

U<^iyle 3<^ch pi pio3hbh<^ A bhpe<^cb — 6p ybiol |7lhile<^bh 

nA moip chpe<^ch — 
^op chlAnn |l(i6hp<^ibhe ji^Jbh nsle— cup<^bh<^ cp^bh^ 

cp<^obhpu<^ibhe — 
^X A lonAbh \x6M por shAbh — A ye^^bh cinne^^bh OllKfiih^n 
lAbhp^^bh loin3Te<^ch lop A lion — po ope Cobhch^ch ^ 

nbionn piosh — 
50 Tlw<^i3h U^ishne^^ch rAp Unn lip — bibb po h<^inmvii3hrhi 

Wi3hen — 
eoch<^ibh (Tlumo mo 3^ch ?n-bpeiy — pi €ipio?iii m^^c f/o 

Yeibhir— 
?lf u<^ibb <^inm |7lumh<^n cenmh<^ip — <^iniii UU^bh 

OlUmbi^in. 



These hitherto unpublished fragments, are considered as de- 
cisive evidence of the early cultivation of letters, and the poelic 
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art in Ireland. Aware, however, that many objectionB might 
be raised against this extreme antiquity, the various proofs 
commonly adduced in support of it by Irish writers, have been 
carefully examined, and the result was, the most firm convic- 
tion of its reality. The poems themselves are preserved in 
grave historical treatises, many centuries old. They are found 
preceded by the names, and some short notices, of the several 
Fileas, to whom they are attributed. Their language is obso- 
lete, and their idioms antiquated. Both are evidently of the 
earliest ages — certainly very different from those of any com- 
position of the last thousand years. According, therefore, to 
the strictest rules of historic evidence, their antiquity must be 
allowed. Indeed it would require more than even the scep- 
ticism of my old friend, Doctor Ledwicb, to resist the proofs of 
their authenticity. 

But the following extract from the Book of Lecan, will be 
found to refer even to an earlier period, and to contain, as it 
appears to me, something of the mythology of the Dedanites, 
who possessed this island before their invading conquerors, 
since known by the name of Milesians. 



'* l)<^c<^li i<^6 TiA cpi 6e<^-bATi<^Tin $n ^^iniriTilshchep 
Cu<^ch<^ 6e6<^Ti<^n6, (eAbhon) rpi mic bpan* mhicClAch^^in, 
cpi<^ll, <^3uy bpi<^ri, <^3UT Cec — ^3uy bjtK^n, ^^uj luch<^p 
<^3UT luchApbA cpi TOic Cui|ien6. — l)<^c<^[i ^^b r\^ qti 
bpuibh on <^ininTii5hchep cu<^ch<^ be 6An<^nb — \X^}^ ^Tguy 
bjiocc <^3UT pobb ^ qii bfiuich. — ^^it <^3Ut ipocfnuipc <^3UT 
eoluT ^ ^T" n-^i^e. — 6ubh <^3UT bobup <^3ut 6oipce A qti 
beo3bunii, (e<^6hon) y<^ich ^^uy l$|i ^"suj ttnubh ^ r\6 
Itonn<^i[te. — ^^ach <^3ut poyc <^3Ut p<^bhApcc ^ cpi bepcAibh. 
— C<^ilcc <^3UT qi^n ^^uy cpqr 6, qii 3ill^i. — ^llch<^c ^.^uy 

z2 
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3<^cch <^3ur T^i^^e ^ qti 3<^bik^.— %icc ^sur cAiS^ ^3«r 
TAijichell <^ qti choin, — Ceol 6,^ux binn A3UT c^cbinn A 
qti cpuiniii.— 3le <^3ur 3^^" ^3"r 3^^ ^ ^P' cipp^c^C.— 
bu^^ibh <^3UT ojib^n <^3ur co3h<^6h <^ c|ii n.<^ice. Tfibh Ays{ 
X^me <^3UT T"^ ^ ^^ wiuime. — Cuttk^ <^3ur ffe <^3iir 
|-<^inh<^il <^ C|ii cu<^ich. — [/ell <^3ur ran ^sur n^chAin A 
qti ininshi-cluichi.— 'Zlme ^^aj inbinhur <^3"r bpuj^T A 
qii fe[iuiTOm. C^m ^^iaj AUi3h ^^x pochAm A cp 
n-buine. — Oc^y ^T »^^ P<> '^P^T ^^^ mui3hi-cin|te6h y^f 
-fomh^jic^^ibh-'* — Book o/Lecan, p. II, col I. 

As European discoveries estended in the East. seTeral 
ancient monuments have come to light, which corroborate numj 
parts of our early history. Even so near us as Sicily, a Plie- 
nician Inscription has lately been found, which is said to record 
a great famine in Canaan, and the expatriation of a numerous 
body of the people, who established themselves in the domuiio& 
of an Atlantic prince, about 2000 years before the Christiaa 



* These were the three Dedanites, (or diTiDities of Danann,) from whom ihe 
Tuaiha De Daoann take their name, viz : the three sons of Brass, the son of 
£lathain, Triall, and Brian, and Get— and Brian and Juchar and Jucharba 
were the three sons of Tuirend. — Rapine, Theft, and Robhery, were their three 
ooncttbines. — Knowledge, Inquisitive Research, and Science, their three instmc- 
tors. — Blackness, Obscurity, and Darkness, their three Cup-bearers, — Satiety, 
Sufficiency, and Impletion, their three Apportioners. — Vision, Eye or Percep- 
tion, and Sight, their three Spies. —Strength, Robustness, and Vigor, their thrae 
Servants. — Storm, Wind, and Breeze, their three Horses. — Indagation, Paisiut, 
and Active Swiftness, their three Hounds. — Music, Melody, and Harmony of 
Strings, their three Harpers. — Purity, Cleanness, and Neatness, their three 
Wells.— Wish, Selection, and Choic«, their three Delights.— Peace, Pleasure, 
and Mirth, their three Nurses. — Equality, Identity, and Similarity, their three 
Cups. — Eminence, Fair-hill, and Rismg-ground, their three places of Convea- 
tion.— Riches, Treasure, and Possession, their three Hills. ^Fairness. Bcao^, 
and Extreme Mildness, their three Mounts. (Dunes,) &c. 
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era. It is probable that this inscriptioiif when decyphered, 
may be found to correspond with the Irish accounts of some of 
our early invaders. 



1 DALLAN FORGAILL'S ODE TO AODH, SON 
OF DUACH.— A. D, 580. 

This, and the two poems which immediately follow it in the 
text, are compositions of the sixth and senaUh centuries of 
Christianity. Dalian the author of the present ode, died, 
according to Tigemach^ in a. d. 597. Colgan informs us, 
that he "flourished in 580, and that he was better acquainted 
with the antiquities of his native country than any other writer 
of his time. He wrote in the anHquated language some works, 
which, in these latter ages, cannot be easily understood even 
by the best informed in Irish. Hence, it is, that the antiqua- 
ries of later times have illustrated them with copious glossaries, 
and have been accustomed to expound them tJi the antiquarian 
schooUy as precious monuments of the ancient idiom and anti- 
quities of Ireland. Dalian's principal poem is in honor of S. 
Cohtmhan and was written before that Saint had departed from 
the Synod oiDromceat in Ulster, in 596. It b entitled Amhra 
ColvmehUle. I have a copy of it, well written, but intelligible 
to very few.**— Thus for Colgan. — Many of Dalian's works, 
known to have been extant in the days of that learned writer, 
(1647,) are now supposed to be lost. The Amhra, or poem in 
Eulogy of Colum-Celle, is, however, safe, and the |ioems in 
the text are preserved in a curious old tract, entitled ** The 
Reformation of the Bards," and were produced on the follow- 
ing occasion.— ^odA, Hugh, the son of Duach the black, king 
of Orgial, was possessed of a famous shield, called Dubhgiolla, 
which was the pride of his kingdom, and the envy of his neigh- 
bours, and seems to have been gifted with as many virtues as 
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that of the reoowned Grecian hero. This shield was' long 
coveted by Aodh Fion, or the feir. Prince of Breifnt^ and after 
many solicitations and prombes, he prevailed on our bard, 
Dalian, to go to Orgial, and endeavour to obtain it for him ; 
for so great was the influence of the bards, at that time, that 
few durst venture to refuse any request of theirs, however un- 
reasonable. Dalian, having undertaken the task, went, attended 
by a retinue of fifty bards, to the Dun, or mansion of the son 
of Duach, where he delivered the two odes in our text. Ue 
failed, however, in his design. " Your poem is good," replied 
Aodh, '^ and I will reward thee with gold and silver and precioos 
gems : stately steeds and cattle will I likewise give, but not 
the shield, that thou canst not have." After this determined 
refusal, Dalian departed, threatening to inflict the dreaded 
vengeance. ** I will,'' says he, ** satirize the king, and make 
his name odious, throughout the wide extended regions of 
Aiba and Ireland.* Of the bard's poetic powers, to carry this 
threat into execution, the specimens which have descended to 



* Bardic insolence at this period, knew no bounds. O' Dontulhu, in his life 
of Cdumba, mentions, that on one occasion, they threatened, in a body, to 
SaHrixt that Saint, for not giving them presents at a time when he had nothing 
to bestow.—iSfM Smth*i neelUnt Hittory ^ Columba, p. 93.— Oar general Hift- 
toiy informs us, that the poetic tribe was, soon after this period, " reformed,'* 
yet, much of the old leaven remained. To the present day, the rural Irish 
dread nothing so much as the satirical severity of their bards. Many a man, 
who would kindle into rage at the sight of an armed foe, will be found to trem* 
ble at the thought of offending a rymer. One of the latter I have seen : his 
name was Brenan, and though he might not be called " a fellow of infinite 
jest, of most excellent fancy,'* yet be was a ready versifier in his native tongae, 
and had wit enough to keep two large districts in the West of Ireland, for many 
years amused by his rural songs and in dread of his broad local satire. He 
bore some fiednt resemblance to the ancient bards. He knew no settled residence. 
Whatever house he chose to stop at, and he seldom selected the poorest, became 
his home during the time of his stay. Generally welcomed with' pretended, 
though often with real sincerity \ the best bed, and place at table were always at 
his service. Thus he lived to a good old age, feared for his satirical powers, 
but respected for his virtues. He has left behind some songs and sarcastic 
verses, but none of tbera above mediocrity. 



NOTES. 359 

U8, leave very little room to doubt. A stanza of his, on the 
death of Columkili, A. D. 694, is quoted by the Four Masters. 

Ir leisher \^h^ ^^r\ ler, 
ly be6h<^il iTnepA |ie pnu^^iT, 
ly i^bhji^n pe c|iuic 3^11 cay. 

The Leech's drug that's sanative no more ; 
The bone that's marrowless — whose strength is o*er; 
The harp that thrills not to one answering breast : 
Such are we since he fell — our noblest ! — best ! — 

Adamnan in his valuable life of Columba, apud Messingham, 
Parisiis, 1624, relates, of the poet CronaUy A. D. 560, that he 
tung verses according to the manner of his art, ** ex more 
suae artis carmina modulabiliter cantabat" Doctor O'Conor 
remarks that " Irish poems of the seventh century, yet 
extant, afford internal evidence that their construction is founded 
on the traditional Rhythmical Songs of the Pagan Bards. 
Their metre and their jingle are national. They follow a long 
established practice, well known to the bards of former times 
Well might this indefatigable and truly learned antiquarian 
ask, " What northern nation of Europe can compare with 
these in point of antiquity ?"-*£Jp. Nunc, p, 20. 



DALLAN'S ODE TO DUBHGHTOLLA, THE 
SHIELD OF AODH. 

From this ode it appears that the Irish gave names to their 
warlike weapons. In the fine old historical romance — '' The 
death of the children of Usnaeh,^' Conor, king of Ulster, thus 
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describes his arms. — ** The ocean, the Tictorious, the cast, and 
the blue green blade ;" that b, my shield and my two javelins, 
and my broad sword — See the Traniactions of the Gaelic Society ^ 
Dublin, 1808, p. 95, for that ancient piece, as translated 
by the late ingenious Theophilus O' Flanagan. — ^The ancient 
Britons took a particular pride in adorning their swords. The 
Goths as well as the Saracens gave them names. Clemens 
Alexandrinus says, that the ancient Scythians even went so 
far as to worship a sword. Their country was called by the 
Irish Ycia<^ |*ci<^rh-5loin, Scythia of polished shields. 



1 SEANCHAN'S LAMENT OVER DALLAN, 
A. D. 697. 

Seanchan Torpest, a Conanght poet, succeeded Dalian as 
chief of the bards ; and sung this funeral hymn over the mortal 
remains of his celebrated predecessor. He survived him many 
years, and chiefly flourished in the reign of Guaire the Mu- 
ni Been t, king of Conaught, in the middle of the seventh century. 
These verses have been selected, as they present a fine speci- 
men of the poetic powers of the bard. The third and fourth 
stanzas in particular, have been much admired. An historical 
poem by Seanchan is preserved in the Book of Lecan, fo. !?• 



1 KINCORA, OR MAC LIAG'S LAMENT, 

A. D. 1015. 

Kincora, the palace of our patriot monarch, Brian Borii, is 
here described, in its deserted state, after the fall of its distin- 
guished owner, at the famous battle of Clontarf, in 1014. It 
was situate on the banks of the Shannon, near Rillaloo, in the 
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present county of Clare. Mr. Dutton, in his statistical survey 
of that county mentions, that " all traces of this palace are 
almost obliterated by planting, levelling and other improve- 
ments ; and thus one of the most interesting aniiquitieg of Ireland 
has been spoiled by modern taste.''— Former writers abound 
with descriptions of the ancient splendour of Kincora. 

Mac Liag, the author of the present pathetic poem, was 
doctor, or professor, 2lfi6 OlU^mh, of Ireland, in Brian*s time. 
He also became secretary, or private scribe to that prince, and 
afterwards compiled his life. — See Mac Curtin, 214, 217. — 
O^Halloran, i. 148. — Nicholson's Irish Historical Library ^ — 
and 0*Conor's Rerum Bib. Scriptores, Vol. i. Elenehm, il. 7. 
— He did not long survive his royal master, having died, 
according to the annals of the Four Masters, in the year 1015. 
He was author of many valuable works in prose and verse, 
some of which have descended to our times. The principal of 
these are, his life of Brian; an historical treatise, intituled, 
le<^bh<^|t OipiT <^3UT 'JlnnAlA ^^\i chojchi^ibh <^5uy <^ip 
ChAruibh Ciiiititi — A book of chronology and annals on the 
wars and battles of Ireland ; and several poems, all of which pos- 
sess considerable merit. The Leabhar (Hris principally records 
the warlike exploits of Brian Borili, terminating with the battle 
of Clontarf, of which it gives the best and most circumstantial 
account. From this work of Mac Liag, Mr. O'Balloran prin- 
cipally drew his description of that battle, which is therefore, 
perhaps, one of the best finished parts of his history. For the 
sake of the Irish reader, I am induced to transcribe from this 
unpublished original, a few extracts, which appear to me to 
contain some highly interesting passages. Their substance will 
be found in the history alluded to. 

The treacherous Malachie of Meath, having been requested 
by the estates of that province, to describe the battle of Clon- 
tarf, at which he stood, an inactive spectator! thus proceeds.— 

*^ 4^1 h-uiiuT<^ pn b innpn, no b'Aichiiii', ^\i t^, ^ <^chc 
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munA b-nuc|p<^bh ^^111511 bk bo nimh bA inpn : Oi|t bo 
chuAm^^ip-ne, Ap ye, ^^ux bo chui|temAit sopc qtebchA 
<^5aT clAbh eb[W^inn {^suj- i<Cb, <^3ut <^n slx^och Cpp^ibh 
ch^^ipTiSh biobh chiJ5<^iiifi. Hsuj ni f^ibe no 'pebh lebh 
u(^ifie, bo bh<^Tn<^|t ^nn pn, <^n z^r\ TK^ch b-nubhtt<^bh nech 
bo'n b^ ch^zh Aichne <^|i <^ ch^ile, 36 30 m^^bh ^ ^chAip, 
no 6. be|tbh}i<^ch<^i[t^ b^ comh'phosur bho, mun^ b-cu3<^{>h 
<^ichne <^i|t <^ shuchy no ^ Y^hiy bo bharh ^^136 |toimhe pn 
<^n c-in<^bh <^nn <^ nfi-bi<^bh ye, <^3ut pn ^^ip n<C ITn^bh, ibift 
<^3h<^ibh <^|ini <^3uy cenn, A311T -polr, ^3ut 6b^ch, 60 
bhit<^$n<^ibh n<^ -polA 'pop-bheiii3e c<^ini3 biobh chii3<^niTi, 
A3UT 30 n»<^bh con3n<^nih bob'^il Imn bo bhen^^mh, m 
'ph6bTp<^ni<^iT. Oip bo cen3lAbh ^\i n-^pm 6^ ^p 3-cennuibh, 
bo n<^ -|polc<^ f^bA ipinn-bbuTbhe bo p^ini3 chu3<^inn, lAp nA 
b-ceyc^^bh b' <^pni<^ibh An c<^ch<^ ; 3up bho lebh mon^ift 
bhuinn bhe<^b1i <^3 p^ibi(i3h<^bh Ap n-<^pni, A^uf ^|i 
3-cp^nn-3hoile i ch^ile : ^3uy ly be3 Aip <^p mhS 6* 
msnAmh bo'n mhuTnap bo bhi iy <^n ch<^ch -pulAns ^ 
-pdicpn^^ 3<^n bol Aip ):oU^muin. ^l3ui' bo bh<^b<^p <^3 cup 
^n ch<^ch<^, 6 chp&ch eip3he bo'n lo, 30 bi<^p noin, A^x 3* 
pu3 Ar\ whuip A lon3<^ u<^chA, K^p b-cechc bo'n l^n 
mb<^p<^ -puchA." — Leabhar Oiris, MS. 

The death of Earl Sitric the Dane,* and otMtnragh, Brian's 
princely son, are thus recorded. — 



* The None» or Daniih songs, descriptive of the sanguinary battle of dontet/; 
which was long after famous throughout Europe, were published in Den* 
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" 06* chon<^i|tc [/u|tch<^bh yicpic m<^c lob^^ip, K^fiU^ Inp 
l)-o|ic Aip U^ip fehAlcc^^iy <^3 <^ n-oifilech, 5<^ti lu<^bh reiche 
<^i5e, 60 lins (^ip l{<|i <^?i ch<^ch<^ chmse, <^3ut C113 bK 
bhuille ^ n&TiTphechc bo <^t 6. 6h^ lAiTnh, sup chq3 <^ chenn 
A3UT ^ chof<^ <^ n-^inphechc 6e. lisax feo choiK^iitc'JlniiAbh^ 
iTM^cCibhpici^iIt U^ii6<^lcc<^iT<^3 <^n-6i|tlech,liii3ioy chui3e, 
<^3UT $ TK^ch )i<^ibh <^ip <^ chumur Aipm fe*iTiii|tc, ^\\i 
l3olc<^bh l^bhp<^ <^ 3hU^c, bo mhubhopn A chloibhimh 
poiwihe pTi ; fine<^T ^ U^mh chl1 ^^uj cpochey & Unrhpech 
z^\i ^ chenn <^mAch, 3lAcuy ^ chloibhimh, <^3ut 6 ^p^^i, 
<^3uy lin3ibh A uchc <^ip, i n<^p b' abeAp leiy ^ bhu<^1Abh, 
3up f&ich cplb 30 c^^lAmh i : C<^ipn3ioy ^n c-^lnp<^bh x^ii 
X^n (TlupcbAibb Am^^bh, A3uy yi^ichq" 1 n-ichcAp ^ chuipp 
1, 3up chuic An Ci^di-mhile |7lupch<^bh <^ip A mhum ; <^3uy 
eipshiof |VlupchAbh, A3UT bi-chennuy m<^c |li3h lochU^nn 
<^nn pn j <^3uy bo whAip -p^in 30 n-b^pn<^ A yh^Cipbin <^ip 
n<^ nfih<^p<^ch <^3ut shup ch<^ich Copp Chpioyb." — Idem. 

But the circuDistances attending the death of the gallant old 



mark, in the seventeenth century. — See Tkermodut Tfnfoeui, HafnuK, 1679; 
also Bartholinus; but the Irith account yet remains to be published ! I From 
these Scaldic Poems, the English bard» Grey, has taken his ode of " The fotal 
Sisters," in which the following stanzas allude to Sitric and Brian : — 

'* Low the dauntless earl is laid, 

Gor*d with many a gasping wound ; 
Fate demands a nobler head ; 

Soon a king shall bite the ground. 

** Long his loss shall Erin weep. 

Ne'er again his likeness see ; 
Long her strains in sorrow steep, 

Strains of immortality !" 
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chief himself, and of the Danish commander Brodar, who feU 
by his hands, are related in terms of peculiar interest. — 

'* 06' chon<^i|tc lAibin^ 31IIA bhitK^in, |ti3h Cifufifi^ tiA 
c^zh^ <^i|t n-bul qii n^ ch^le, ^•^ux 3<^n ^ichne A3 cechrAp 
bibh Aift eile, <^ &ubh<^i|u: le bitiAn bul <^ifi ech : ^1 |k^chK&, 
<^ji bitiAn ; otfi ni be6 it<^chAb ^x ^^ 3-cAch p, ^SUT 
inichi3h-p <^3UT An chuib ale 6o*n 3hillrATi|t<(ibh, ^3117 
beiftibh nA h-eich libh, A's^X innir mo chioitinA-T<^ 60 £>hiA 
A3UI' bo ph<^b)tuic <^i|t iti'^iK^m, ^3111* mo choftp bo 
7l|ib<^^-m<^ch<^, <^3ux mo bhen<^chc bo bhonch^bh, mAc 
l)h)ti<^in^ cAi|i chenn b& fnchib b^ b$ bo chAbhAi|ic bo 
7l|tb<^-m<^ch<^, pe coiT mo chui|tp, A-^ux imchi^-p itomfu^ 
30 Topb Coluim Cille A nochc^ A3UX cA3<^ib ^^iji chenn mo 
chuiftp-p A m&pAch, A^nx cionnlAc^^ib 6 30 &i(mh-liA3 
ChK^n&m, <^3UT nmilAc<^ib ym 30 lu3hm<(ibh e, ^suf 
CT3he<^bh |VI<^ol-nmfte, itk^c Cocb^^ibh, comhApbhAbh 
P^^ccft^^ic, <^3UT mUinci|t 7lftb<^-m<^ch<^ <^iji mo chenn 30 
nui3e pn. 

6<Cine cbu3<^mn, <^ft <^n 31HA; cpeb <^n i-eoipc b^ine 
i<^b f <^|t bftiAn ; b<^Tne 31^1"^, lomnochc<^, <^ji <^n 31IIA. 
501II n<^ luich]ie<^ch i^^b-^^^n, ^^ji l)|ti<^n ; <^3ui" <^i|i ei)i3e 
bo'n pbe<^ll bo bhi ipi^i, bo 3hlAc <^ chlolbbihmh <^mAch 
A3UT ^^ ^li^ ^3 TP^h<^in l)hiiob<^i[i co n-<^ bhuibm cbui3e, 
A'Sux ni ')p<^c<^ <^enbh<^ll be 3<^n eibebh, Achz <^ rhttile <^3ut 
<^ chox<^. l)<^imbh T^n A cloibimb <^m<^cb A3UX cosbhuT <^ 
l&mh^ <^3ii7 CU3 buille bho, 3U|i bh<^m A cho|- chli bo 
b]tob<^Ii i r\A 3hl(iin, <^3Uf <^ choy bei* i nA cb|ioi3h, C^|il<^ 
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zu^bh bhitobdip A 3-cenn bhitK^in, sup 6hlu5 6 ; CU3 
l)|ii^n buille eile ^3ut Tn<^|tbhuT <^n b<^|t<^ ipep, 60 bhi ^ 
bh-pch<^i[i bhftob<^i)t, <^3ux bAimbh <^ cheiin 6o l)hito&<^|t 
IP^in <^i|i dn u^^ip, <^3UT -pu^^ip yem b<^x <^nn pn. 

CiTiTi&be, mhic lopc&in bo Tnh<^[ibh<^6h." — Idem. 

Such is the interesting narrative, by which our neglected 
native historian has perpetuated the particulars of that memo- 
rable engagement. With respect to the style and language 
in which it is delivered, I hesitate not to say, and the proof is 
before the reader, that no nation in Europe can produce so old, 
and at the same time, so pure and perfect a specimen of its 
vernacular dialect, as that now submitted to his perusal from a 
mouldering Irish manuscript. Our bard's poetic productions 
are distinguished for a peculiar ease and elegance of versifica- 
tion, and are pathetic to a high degree. Some of them are 
contained in the Leahhar OirU; and, with that work deserve 
publication, as well for the national subjects which they cele- 
brate, as for the talents which they display. The address to 
Kincora is preserved in a volume of Irish poetry, transcribed 
by Fergal (yOara^ an Augustine Friar, in the low countries, 
about the year 1650, from the ancient manuscripts carried away 
by the banished Catholic clergy out of this kingdom. This 
volume was the property of the late John Mac Namara of 
Clare ; and by his heirs was presented to his friend the writer 
hereof. It contains 169 poems, all composed between the 
years 423 and 1630, and is, perhaps, the most valuable collec- 
tion of Irish poetry extant. A particular account of this ines- 
timable volume will be found in Whitelaw and Walsh's Hittory 
of Dublin^ in the Tratuadunu of the Gaelic Society, Dublin, 
1808, and of the Ibemo-Celiic Society, lb. 1820. Its contents, 
if published, would prove most important to our history and 
literature. 
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^ Wkere are the golden hiked hr€md9, 

TAo/ gleamed in the gallant Dalcauian't hands. 
The Dalcassians, (Dalgais,) Brian's body guards, alone had 
the privilege of wearing their '* gleaming brands/' within the 
precincts of his palace. Their bravery became proverbial. 

« -* " Where i$ the wn of Barur 
Here, and throughout the remainder of this poem, the poet 
laments the dispersion of the patriotic nobles of Brian *s court, 
after the death of their heroic leader. Amongst those who feU 
at Clontarf were, the brave Morrogh, (called " the Swimmer of 
Rivers/'; who seems to have inherited all his father's virtues; 
Conukig, his cousin ; and the great Steward of jilba,(ScoUnn6) 
who is particularly mentioned as a payer of tribute to Brian ; a 
fact, which it would have been well, that Mr. Pinkerton bad been 
acquainted with. Of those who survived that battle, the principal 
was dan, the son of Molhg, leader of the Eugenians of Cashell, 
and son-in-law of the monarch ; but he was soon after slain in the 
battle of Magh-Guillidhe. This prince bore a high character for 
wisdom and bravery. " No one," says the historian, " seemed 
more worthy the crown of Munster, or Monarchy of Ireland, 
than Cian; and had fate so decreed it, in all appearanoe 
Ireland would not have felt these calamities which she has so 
long endured." According to JBrard Mae Coise, ^pb«C|ioimc 
n<^n 3doiiib^ chief chronicler of the Irish, who died, anno 
1023, Cian was as gallant and generous a prince, as the house 
of Heber ever produced. " \)\ibh Tnop <^n Tpc^l jin/* says Mae 
Liag, recording hb death, << 6ip ni ]i<^ibh ^ n-Cipinn, m^ 
<^iTiip|i -phn, nech bubb -peip, einech A-^ax u^^iTle, ni dn 
Cf<^ii-Tin." — Leabhar Oiris, — This was indeed a noble 
epitaph. Cian was chief of the sept of the O'Mahoniesi 

The martial music, or ^' Gathering Sound," by which the 
Irish troops are said to have formed into battalions, and 
marched to the plains of Clontarf, is still preserved, and may 
be heard in many of our sequestered glens and mountain fast- 
nesses. It is generally known by the name of ** Brian Boris's 



NOTES. 367 

march ;" but though this title is eyidently modeniy the music 
itself, (of which I have been fayoured with a copy from the 
borders of Cork and Kerry,) bears every mark of antiquity. 
It is one of those soul-stirring combinations of sound, which, 
according to our talented countryman, Usher, in his inimitable 
Discourse on Taste, ** rouses to rage," iram suggerit, and 
'* whose passionate power was perfectly understood and prac- 
tised by the ancients." Many fine specimens of these old mar- 
tial pieces of music are current in Ireland ; but as their history 
almost entirely depends on tradition, it is of course liable to all 
the doubt and uncertainty which generally attend that mode of 
perpetuation. They yet remain to be collected. 

" the first of the howW'— 

2nd Stanza, p. 201. 
This was esteemed a most distinguished honour. I'he old Irish 
treatise, entitled ** The Booh of Rights^' states, that '' at Tarah, 
the king of Orgial is to sit at the right hand of the king of TaUtin; 
and to have the third cup and place, after the monarch." — 
Leabhar na Cceart, MS, — iSSee Boohs of Lecan and Ballimote. 



MAC 6I0LLA CAOIMH MOURNFULLY REMEM- 
BERS BRIAN AND HIS NOBLES. 

By a mistake, arising from transposition, the name of Mac 
Liag remains inserted in the Irish and English headings of 
these stanzas, at pp. 202 — 3, in place of that of Mac Giolla 
Caoimh, his contemporary, by whom they were composed. The 
latter was one of the many minstrels who frequented the court 
oi Brian; and he appears, from his writings, to have been a 
favourite with that prince, whose loss he here most pathetically 
mourns. This and another affecting elegy, by our author, on 
the desolate state of Rath-Rathlean, and other mansions of the 
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nobles of Muoster, are preseryed in the leaJUutr Oiris, where 
the present poem is preceded by the following curious notice of 
our bard. — 



"^Isur r^ ni<^|t d 6ubh<^ipc m^c 5^^^ Cdimh, dip 
6-ceclic i Qlehh in ^eill, i<^|t Tn-be<^bh qn f^^iche A 
S-coisedih UlU6h, ^ bh-yochAiii 7le6h Ui <»l^ill, 30 
6-t&iTn3 *3o CT3h Ch^in, mic |VI<^elnihu<^ibh ; <^3iq- bo bhT 
l)|ti<^n ni<^c Cinneifei3h ly <^n bh^^ile ^^ip ^ chenn : ^siq- bo 
chuip \)jfiAn v&ilce |te rndc 5'll^ O^imh, A3ui- <^ bubhAific 
3U11 jio iphd6d bo bhi ^ n-^3muii- ; <^3ur bo irhK^i^w^ish 
bhe, cpgb ipudip i 2lebh Ui ^^all? TPu<^p<^r ^^eieh bh-pchib 
bo <^3ur beich n-eich, ^^ux n^i n-uin3e b'Sp, <^3ur bap 
?lebh Ui 4]eill. 60 bhe<^pr<^ <^3ur T^bhbh, iTi3hen bhpi<^in 
Til x^ wio no xm buic, <^p CiAn, yul chobUm, <^ n-esmAiy 6. 
b-nubh|tdbh bpK^n, <^3ui- ^upch<^bh ^^ux niAiche 
n-ech<^ch i pn <^nfidch ; dmhdil bo chuTmhmsh nidc 5illd 
c^tfmh T&n, <^3UT 6 <^ip <^n cdibh chu<^ibh bo'n 5hp&5, <^3 
bul bo 30 xpuch Op-ch<^nTK^iTi, ^^ux ^x V^ b'w^ppAbh 
pb<^ppch<^iT, iTi<^ <^ n-bubhdipc ^3 ciifTnhiiifi3<^bh ^ip 
bhpK^n, <^3UT <^ip (Vlupchdibh ^^ux <^ip Cem.'* — * 



• " And as Mae GioUa Caoimh said, on his coming from Hugh 0*NeiU, with 
whom he remained three quarters of the year, untd he letarned to Cian the son 
of MoUoy.^Brim the son of Kmmdy was at home before him, and he welcomed 
Mac GioUa Caoimh, and said he was Tcry long absent from him, and asked 
what were the presento he got from O'Neai: I received, said the baid, 200 cows, 
and ten horses, and nine ounces of gold, &c. I and Sahia, the daughter of 
Brian, will give you more than that, said Cian, exclusive of what Briam and 
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^ '^ In afar foreign land, on apUgrimage wending, 
A hard of green Erin passed cheerless along ;" 
Pilgrimages from Ireland to the Holy Land were frequent 
long before the time of the Crusades. Colgan relates an instance, 
so early as the year 643, of a young Irish prince of Royal 
blood, who after returning from Palestine, led an austere 
eremitical life, for forty years, in the chain of mountains near 
Modena in Italy. — On these occasions the Irish generally 
passed through Spain, a country with which they claimed 
kindred from the earliest period, and always regarded as the 
land of their fathers. Urard Mac Coise, a distinguished bard, 
who died, according to Tigernach in 090, and who was, conse- 
quently, contemporary with Mac Giolla Caoimhy described 
Spain, in a stanza preserved by that annalist, as follows : — 

Cifi Tu^^ipce, |*ubhdn, Tec<^ib ippech, 
Ci|i i]pec<^|i Tn-|7lileb, 
Ciii n 3le|ien 3<^blAch ipfii slop, 
Cip ly c<^pb<^cb po -peyi-on. 

A country delightful, fertile, abounding in riches, prosperous. 
— A country firom which sprung the sons ofMilesius —A country 
illustrious, conquering with glory, and renowned for nature's 
choicest gifts. 

These poems shew the estimation in which the bards were 
held by the princes of Ireland. The custom was similar in 
Scandanavia. '* All the historical monuments of the North," 
says Mallet, l. 323, " are full of the honours paid this order of 



Murrogh, and the other nobles of the posterity of Eoehy, shall give you ; as 
Mae Giolla Cwimh himself declared he well remembered, when he was at the 
North of Greece^ going to the river Jordan, and from thence in search of the 
site of Paradise, in the poem wherein he commemorates Brian and Ciau, and 
Morrogh, as follows."— Lea^Aar Oirit, 

VOL. II. A a 



870 NOTES. 

men, both by princes and people. They were rewarded for the 
poems they composed in honour of the kings and heroes with 
magnificent presents/' ^» SSee ako O'Halloran, i. 74. — The 
learned English Essayist, Doctor Drake, in his excellent publi- 
cation, intituled " Literary Hours/' mentions the splendid 
rewards conferred on their bards by Athelstan and Canute, 
kings of England.— Vol iii. 



MAC LIAG, IN EXILE, REMEMBERS BRIAN. 

1 " In the isle of strangers black and rude.'* 
These elegiac stanzas were written by Mac Liag when he 
retired to Inye 3^^^» ^^ ^^® Hebrides, after the death of 
his royal and munificent patron. They are given in the Leabkar 
Oiris, with the following explanation. — 

" 2l3Uf m^p ^ bubh^^iftc [A6iC lii^cc <^3 iiochc<^Tn 6o 30 
CenTi-co[i<^bh, K^p 3-cii<^i|ic yhendmn bufeh bhex, ci^ 
fe'<^[i buibhe chu ^ OlUmh [ ], <^|t bf<i<^n, bo ^hornhnAll, 
iiKVc bmbh 6h<^ bhuijienii, A|t ttk^c Ik^cc. 'Zln bh-ipdcc^ii* 
Ci<^n, Tio Y^^bhbh, <^ bhe<^n, ^\i b[n<^n, 60 chondijic ^n 
IA6.Q li<^cc; 7ln bh-|:iK^ii<^iT ^en p^ebh u^zh^ <^ft l)|iiAn^ 
inneoT<^fe feme, ^\i |7l<^c li<^cc. 'Zliji |iochc<^iTi b^^mhy^^ Ai|i 
'P^^ichche \i^z}\^ |l<^ichlenn, 60 h-infiTei\6h bo Chi<^n ^^nj 
60 Yh<^ibhbh mo che^^chcd fco'n bh^ile, 60 eiii3eb<^|i A 
]t<^$n um chomne ^ n4if\yA\echZf <^3ui" 60 h-iTnch|t<^bh 
ine <^ift mhmn b^^me, <^3ut <^n beichnemhuii <^3UTb<^ ichichib 
60 bhuibhin, bo bhi um' iphoch^^ip. bo ]tu3<^bh <^nomi 'j^jn 
bun ^^bf <^3Uf cu3<^bh bepc nu^ bo 3dch <^en bibh, ibift 
l"MAbh|i<^bh <^3ui" leme^ ^-^uy bft<^c; <^3uif ru3 Ci<^ii <^ 
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bhap ^n, ibiji Cch ^^uy tb^ch ^^uy hhp^z^^^h loins, 
^3**T S^'^ biK^nmbh 6^6 <^3UT n<Ci yichib bo bom "fhn, 
<^3UT 6eich n-ech, <^3ut b^ pchib feo mo chl^pj ^"suj 
beich 3-c$6 un3<^ 6'6[i ^^uy c<^e5<^ |:dil feo'ni' chl&p, iii<^ti 
^n 3-c€6tk^. Cp^ |:u<^it<^iT i thIk^c 6uibh fe<^ bhuitienri, 
^p bpi^^n : TPu<^puT cjiiy ^^uj ceine cpij-^^. Ir i^S"^^^'* 
^\i bpK^ii, 3UJI bhulbhe chuT<^ bo fchornhrK^ll, no bo Chw^n, 
nnu|i pn ; ^i l)-in3n<^bh <^|i nn<^c iK^sh 5 Oip bo bubh 
becftd le ^ombiK^ll ^n cpiT <^3ut <^n ceme cliiiiTd bo 
ch<^bb<^i|tc u<^ibh, no le Ci<^n <^n-bubh<^ipc-i-<^ ^ chi<^n<^ibh, 
^mh^Qil ^ bei|i m^^c li^^cc ip^in <^3ut e n<^ i-henSip d n-inp 
<^n 5^^0111 buibh, i<^p m-b^T l)hpi<^in <^3ut [Vlhupch^^ibh 
<^3UT Ch&n, ^3UT ^ <^3 cuimhniu3h<^bh opp<^ : ^3 yo ni<^p ^ 
bap/'* 



* " And as Afoc Liog* said, on his aniva] at Kineora, after having been on a 
visit with Senan, in the South.— Who is the person, oh ! bard, to whom you are 
most grateful ? said Briav, To D<mald Maedujfe Davoren, said Mac Laig. Have 
you seen Cian or Sabia7 said Brian. I have said Mae Liag, Have they given 
you presents t said Brian. I shall tell you, said Slae Liag, On my arrival at 
the plain of Rath RaithUn, Cian and Sabia who had been informed of my 
coming to the town, both advanced to meet me, and I, and the fifty persons in 
my train, were borne on men's shoulders. My people were brought to the castle, 
(Dune) and each of them was there presented with a suit of garments, a chain, 
shirt, and cloak ; and to me, Cian gave his own habiliments, horse and armour, 
with hia table* (eftesx] and nine score kine. He moreover gave fifty steeds to 
my train, and a thousand (here I suspect my original to be incorrect,) 
ounces of gold, and fifty rings to my bards. What have you received from 
the son of Dubh DaverenJ said Brian, A girdle and a girdle clasp, said 
Mae Liag, It is strange, said Btian, that you should be more grateful 
to Donald than to Ciatt. Not so, said Mae Liag, for it was more diffi- 
cult for Donaid to prevail on himself to part with that girdle and clasp, than it 
was for Cian to make all the before-mentioned gifU. — As Mae Laig himself 
expressed, in his old age, in the isle of the Black Strangers, (the Hebridesi) 
after the death of Brian and Morogh and Cian, in the following poem." — Id, 

Aa2 
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Before I bid adieu, perhaps for ever, to theae yenerable 
old bardsy whose names and works have been so long boiied 
in oblivion, I must entreat the reader's indulgence for intro- 
ducing another ancient Celtic poem, by Aldfred, King of tlie 
Northumbrian Britons, written during his exile in Ireland, 
where he was known by the name of Flann Fion. This prince 
was illegitimate son of Oswy, king of Northumberland, oo 
whose death he was violently persecuted by his brother, and to 
avoid his violence, he retired to Ireland, where accordiogto 
Bede, in his Life of Saint Cuthbeit, he devoted his time to 
study, '* lectioni operam dabat." This was about the year 685. 
The poem describes the various thiogs which he observed in 
Ireland while there. See Lynch's Oambr. Eversus, p. 128 ; and 
0*Conor's Rerum Hib. vol. iv. p. 129, where the aathor 
strangely says, *< Ego minime assero genuinum esse Aldfridi 
fetus," for its authenticity was never before doubted. Compare 
it with the well known verses written in the same century by 
Donatus, bishop of Fesulae, beginning '' Finibus occiduis des- 
cribitur optima tellus." Aldfred's poem is preserved in ancient 
vellum MSS. The late Charles O'Conor had a copy "in a 
very obscure character." It is now, for the first time, printed. 



]lo bhe^c <^n iniy "^pmn y^^xX^ 

In Cipinn |ie ini<^pbh<^i6h, 

loTTK^b h^w ni b<^och m bitci^i*, 

1om<^b lAoch loiTK^b cleipe<^ch. 1 

]lo b\\e6sz <^n 3<^ch euiseb ^^nb, 
21 CCU13 chui3ibh eipe<^nn, 
Ibip chill ly np 3oicp<^i3h, 

lonK^ib bl6h lom^ib en:<^i3h, I 

I 
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]lo bhe6iC mil ^^uy cpuichne^^chc, 
\lo bhe<^c mui(tii <^3 b<^oiiie 6^, 
]lo fehe^c cuiitm \io bhe^c c^icbiie, 

]lo bhe^z in ^l]tbTiih<^ch^ ttk^t, 
Ce<^nTiTdchc edjn^^ <^iite<^ch<^T, 
^Uine^^ch <^obhbh<^ jie wk^c 6^ 
fpuiche |-<^o|i&hd piK^ibche. 

flo 6he<^c in 3<^ch esUit mil, 
Ibip cTp IT cit<^i3h IT cuinn, 
')Po3hluinfi e<^3n<:^ c|i<^b<^b 6e, 
lu3hdi|i cfte^rhft<^ cmmijice. 

]lo bhe<^c m^Qn^^chdbh n^ ccu^^ch, 
e<^i|i n<^lmT<^n co ]to lu<^di, 
It <^n e<^3<^i|i ini<^ le. 
In TC|iipcuiii Tin 3<^n <^ichche. 

]lo bhe^c im ^umhdin 3<^n 3h&T> 
&lton3 jii3h, iii3n<^, pi3 in CT31T, 
U|i nihe<^T 3<^ch 6&nd co ce^fic, 
yonuT, r^^innhe, T<^bhnoile<^chi). 
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]lo bhe^z ^ ccpich Cotk^cc choi|t, 
^Itk^ lAchcA CO V&xt mhSii, 
TP^le bpish bu<^nipb<^6 ly blAbh, 
71 3-qtich Chpu^^ch^n r\^ ccup^bh. 

]lo bhe^z 1 ccjiich Con^ill c<^it, 
Cu]t<^i5h cftobh<^ chonshU^iT, 
T'P 3^P3^ 3^ c^^olrnhe be^nn, 
]1e b' lAnn<^ dpbA €iite<^nii. 

|to bhe^c <^ 3C05 UUbh, 
bjieishuT bu<^Ti <^nib|ti5h bun<^bh, 
bpuchbhiK^bh b^oise m^^j, 
C^zh Cftucb c^oimbe c^^Wni^^ncui". 

]lo bhe<^c ^s-cpich buil«^ch, 
1, <^TmiT <^ille [ ] i^ch, 

b[ie<^che<^Tnbdin <^i]tb can be ^^poy, 
|ti<^Tii xlei5 nK^iche Tn<^|icux. 

]lo bhe<^c 'l<^i3he<^n lichse, 
<^chcli<Qch 30 ylK^bh Tn<^iit3e, 
bu<^in mo ille bpibhiui* p<^cc, 
5<^U<^chc cftiK^ibhe ce<^nnui3bc<^chc. 
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\lo bhe^z i ^itomn C03le, 

71 cnfi dloinn Orp^^ishe, 

^lolU^ Tnil|'e<^ch uAll mofi prK^chr, 

'PU^IITK^ Tpioi^^ fibhchiollAchc. 

|lo bhe<^c <^bpui}ic moip |7libhe, 
Tpi^nuy Tp^ile '^pifiinne, 

TPo|ic<^mhU^ ci|te Cifte^nb. 

5<^ch m<^ich 3<^ch c<^|ibhd 30111 ce<^cc, 
lyin l)h<^Tibhd po rloinne<^i-. — flo fehe^c. 



1 CARROL O'DALY AND ECHO. 

This playful and elegant little poem, which displays so much 
of the " curiosa felicitas" of Horace, and vies in grace and 
delicacy of expression with any of the lighter pieces of that 
poet, is generally attributed to Carrol 0*Daiy of Corcamroe in 
Thomond, who died about the end of the fourteenth century.* 



* Some sweet pieces of poetiy, composed by Carrol 0*X>a/y, may be met with 
ID Clare ; but care must be taken lo discnmiuate between them, and the more 
numerous productions of a later bard of the same name and district, who lived 
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It is^ consequently, one of the earliest instances of ▼enes, 
ending with an echo, in any of the Modem European languages. 
In Spain they were used by Juan de la Encina in 1535. — See 
Dillon an Spanuh poetry, 115, and Vastimi de Arte Poetiea,— 
Some of the classic poets, but particularly Lucretius and Ovid, 
have given beautiful descriptions of this aerial nymph. Tbe 
Irish bard, in the conclusion of his poem, seems to have imitated 
the " JHcioque vale, vale inquit et Echo,'* of the latter; or 
rather, perhaps, the final farewell to the " babbling gossip."— 
*' Si retulisii Echo mihi vera, valeto^ vaUtoJ' 

Echo is the parent of rhyme, and rhyme was known from aa 
early period in Ireland. It was employed in a manner peculiar 
to our bards. ^' The rhythm in the middle of the line correspood- 
ing and harmonizing with the last syllable in the end.*'— 
0*Conor, — In succeeding times, the class of poetry, called 
^lbhp<^n was introduced, which having in many respects, 
deviated from the strict rules of ancient verse, the alternate 
lines were made to rhyme at the end, particularly in the octave 
stanza. Although there are several examples of this latter 
species of verse to be found in the present volumes, the sob- 
joined lively pastoral song,* is further submitted, as a pleasing 
specimen deserving of preservation. 



ID the seventeeoth century.— The family of 0*Daly has, in fonner tiroes, been 
eminently conspicuous in Irish literature, and has furnished more bards sod 
chroniclers of note, than any other tribe in the kingdom, not even excepting 
those in whose families the profession of literature was hereditary. Not fewer 
than thirty individuals of the name have been distinguished as writers, from the 
days of Cuehanocht O'Daly who died, according to the Four Masters, in 1139, 
and some of whose poems are still extant, to those of Carroll oge O'ZXi/jF, 
alluded to in the first part of this note, who lived about the year 1680. In the 
writer's manuscript collection, there are poems by sixteen baids of the name of 
O'Daly. 

• |71<^ibiTi 3be<^l c-T<^mh|td choir <^fnh<^n dn jtishe, 
6he<^pc<^1- <^n ch(iil|:hionn 6bfi^iTnpe<^ch, bhonn^ 
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1 DOCTOR KEATING TO HIS LETTER. 

Our Irish Herodotus, was both a |)oet and an historian. 
Indeed the flowery style of his " TPoftUT ^^ei^T^^ 6.^\i €i|iiii," or 
*' History of Ireland/' shews that he must have paid early and 
sedulous court to the Muses ; and, that he was rewarded for 
his attentions, appears from the pleasing poems which he has 
left behind. Although as an historian and antiquary, Doctor 
Keating has acquired much celebrity for profound knowledge 
of the antiquities of his country, ** vir multiplicis lectionis in 
patriis antiquitatibus," yet as a poet, he is, comparatively, but 



\)^ bhinne ^ beul-shuch lon^ yK^nyi^n flu^sb pshe, 
h^ 3hile A spu^^bh lonK cmpe nd fe-conn : — 

71 ctiiiTun c<^el, c^^ilce, — ^ qioishin ch<^el, che<^nn, 
'JlS 3<^bh<^il le iponn ')p<^oT |:h<<y<^i3hibh le v^n ; — 

'Jlp me-p 30 mtiiiice, ^ 3hile i'n n-3le<^Tin, 

[Aun^ 6-CToqpAibh cu le<^ni m bheibh me-p yV^j}. 

7ln u^^ip pu3<^bh <^n chuil|:hionn rh<<inic be<^ch bhinn 

le cioch me<^l^ tntne <^ip ^ c<^6ii-bhe5lj 
pho^^X'X^ ^" Chuilvhionn chiinihp<^, 3he<^l, 3hpeinn, 

b<^ 3hpeibhe<^nn<^ch 6<^|t linn, <^chc ^iixe^^chc le in' 
T3e6l :— 
Chu<^ibh be^X^ ^ 3pir-3'^'^i'' "^^1^ che<^l3 z\ie m* chpoTbhe, 

6' ')ph<^3 m^ 3<^n bhp'T3h, 3i6h bpon^^ch le p^b ; — 
^<^ch ion3<^nc<^ch heibh me le ce<^l3 cp€ m' chpolbhe, 

<\]<^ c^utx^ bo cUoit>he<^i), fAmh^m-y^ b'i^ ^^bh. 
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little knowD. Id any future edition, therefore, of his History, 
(and no book on Irish lore stands more in need of a judicious 
editor.*) it might prove a pleasing part of the task, to do 
justice to the author*8 poetical talents, by collecting and pub- 
lishing his poems. They may be easily procured, and will be 
found to contain many fine descriptive passages, in the purest 
dialect of our language. The following sweet little ode, des- 
criptive of the musical performance of TluLdau O'Cojfy, a 
celebrated harper, pleads for admission here. 

Ci<^ ^n y^(>{ le Temnchip dn chpuic ? 
le mochc^^p neimh 30 nu^bh loic. 
Cp^ 5hoipe<^&h 3uch-bhtnn ^ cclAp, 
|7l<^p Tpuch-bhinn ipho3h<^p opji^in ? 

lAuc^ Tnui3i 3hi<^l ^ n-3l<^i-, 
luich Immnei^ch ^ mhop me^^pbhpe^i", 
5<^ii &|'lin3 Tn<^p IT I6p tinn, 
5<^n ce$l i-eiT-bhinn *3 & rhanne^^bh. 

yTo3<^ifeh ppe<^nih-3hlAn, popc^ch, 
£)dp le<^c ij-^ 'JlAhbhopc<^ch, 
t|$ 2lh\^wc le<^r<^ch i'n Imn, 
b^^ol^^X no 5pe<^T^^'^ 3uch-bhinn. 



* It is HD irreparable loss to Irish history, that Doctor Keating did not con- 
tinue his work after the Anglo invasion. Of all men, he was best qualified to 
give a true domestic pieture of this country, from a knowledge of its civil afiain» 
manners, customs, poetry, music architecture, &c. seldom equalled and never sur- 
passed ; besides, his intimate acquaintance with many ancient MSS. extant in 
his time, but since dispersed or destroyed. The English edition by which his 
history, so £u- as it extends, is known to the world, is a burlesque on translatioQ. 
In innumerable passages, it is as much a version of Geofiry of Monmouth, as of 
GeofTry Keating. 
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|7l<^n<^nn<^ii c<^|i mho6h mipe, 

^0 b'^pSip $'ti <^m-pTi ^ leich, 
fco ^^TTiyuish c$ip n<^ cpuice. 

C<^6h3 0' Cobhch^^, cpuch chopcii<^, 
l)p<^Tin<^fi, bp^<^3ch<^ch t\^ m-b^^ncpochc, 
U^^irhnish luil -ppichip 30 ^poinp, 
Cpicliip <^fi cbiiiil 't ^ chosuil. 

be sheibh 3<^cb yAol ^ yh^x6^n\h 6he, 
[Tli^p <^ yheinne^^T <^ip che^l coimbbhe, 
yx^ny^ T5&chmhcup cnpim, criush, 
fc'-pji-pinii 6<^ch-3heAl <^bh$i6e<^bh<^* 

bo mhobh, 60 mem, 60 'mh<^iTe, 

]lo3h<^ le<^n<rtii chi<iche Chuinn, 
21 ni-be<^n3^Ti pchi Tli3huin. 

fVIo chnti 'jmo chiybe yo <^?i -polli^ipe 3e<^n<^mhuil, 3pT?m ! 
ly y»«i^l^l^^^5 Tl'^3hche<^ch, ^l^r\ Theinne<^T 30 ble<^cbc 
bluich-bhlnn. 
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50 luchnih<^ii, cjiichiji-mh^uji, -piiichifi-che^^jic Tpp^ir-ciibn 

50 cumh|i<^ clifbe, 3^0 mhille<^6h, 3^11 mhe^pugh^Wi 

poinc. 

The powers of the ancient Irish musicians are but imperfectly 
known. The unwilling admission on this head, of 'the preju- 
diced Cambrenns, has been echoed by every essayist oo Irish 
history; but the descriptions of our native writers, in their 
own language, have never been given. The following extract, 
translated from an old historical tale, entitled " Keamagk Ui 
Dcnnell;* is the first of the numerous descriptions of the kind 
that has presented itself. — '' The Kearnagh took a loud toned 
sweet stringed harp ; the train below heard him among the 
rocks, even they who cast the soothing strains which lead the 
passions captive ; which cause some to dissolve in tears, some 
to rise with joy, and others again to sink in sleep. But sweeter 
than all was the song of the Kearnach. The fell woundings, 
diseases, and persecutions of the world seemed to cease, while 
his sweet strain lasted. He took the harp, and it sent forth 
soft warbling sounds. Wounded men, and women in travail, 
and the wily serpent slept while he played. — Again he tuned 
the harp, and roused the note of war, wondrous and terrible. 
He struck the thick chords of bold and fiery notes; — then 
the slow and deepening tones of tragic grief, full of melan- 
choly and gloom, intermingled with melodious strains. ** — 
Ir. MS. 



ODE TO THE HILL OF HOWTH. 

^ " How sweet from proud Ben-Edir's height. 
To see the ocean roll m light.** 
The magnificent sea prospect from the summit of this well- 
known hill, has been often described by our native poets, in 
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Irish and English verse ; but of all the attempts which I have 
seen, in either language, the present classic-like little ode, 
seems entitled to the preference. The ancient name. Bin 
Edair^ is derived, according to the Dinn Seanchas, from Edair 
the wife of Gand, son of Dt^a, one of the Firholgian rulers of 
Ireland. ** She was/' says this old treatise, <^ the first woman 
that died in this land of grief on the death of a husband, and 
haying been interred at that place, it thence had the name 
Beand or Bin Edair, the hill or mount of Edair,** Other 
derivations have been given, but the foregoing is, perhaps, the 
most ancient, and though never before published, seems the 
most probable. On the subject, the subjoined fragment of 
ancient Irish topography, translated from the Book of Ballimote, 
fo. 75, may be considered curious.* 



Ce$p<^ mon3<^ ^S^T ceop<^ m^^olA 6hi. 

Ireland was thrice beneath the plow-share, 
Thrice it was wood, and thrice it was bare. 

The head of Ireland, Armagh — the arts of Ireland, at Clonmaenoue — the hap* 
piness of Ireland, Kildare-^ihe learned of Ireland, at Benehor — the defence of 
Ireland, Luseor—ihe joy of Ireland, KdU—the eyes of Ireland, Tamlaghta and 
Finglaataeam at Slyaatal — the wonder of Ireland, IniMcatha —the cemetiy of 
Ireland, GUmdalogk — the house of Ease of Ireland, Heania — the laws of Irelapd, 
C/iianuama— the litanies of Ireland, Lismore — the antiquity of Ireland, Itnly — 
the difficult language of Ireland, Corke — the learning of Ireland, RouUkry-^ihe 
roof of Ireland, Tirdaglaste — the anchor of Ireland, Cluanfert — the roughness 
of Ireland, Loghra^iiie judgment of Ireland, Slane — the austerity of Ireland, 
Favur—Xhe content of Ireland, Ardbreakan-^the simplicity of Ireland, Ros- 
comnum — the welcome of Ireland, Rapho or DrumUahim — the alms of Ireland, 
DundaUahgkii — the stay of Ireland, Mabily —the martyrdom of Ireland, Tulen 
— the abuse of Ireland, Kilruan — the fat of Ireland, Lendela. — ^These epithets 
were given because each place was remarkable for the epithet which it bore. — 
The three hosts of Ireland, Cluanirard, Glandalogh and Lumy— the three 
steeples of Ireland, Ardmagh, Cluanmacnoise, and KiUare—ihe three fairs of 
Ireland, the fair of Taittint the fair of Cruaghan^ and the fair of Colnum — the 
three old buildings of Ireland, Duiuwarky, Dunkarmna, and Cahireonry — the 
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The promontory of Howth forms the northern extremity of 
the extensive and beautiful Bay of Dublin. It was anciently 
the residence of some of the Irish princes ; but it has recently 
become distinguished as the landing place of our late most 
gracious Soyereign, who will be long remembered as tlie first 
British Monarch, whose yisit to Irish shores was unattended 
by bloodshed and confiscation. His Majesty landed here on 
the 12th August, 1821. The writer happened to be present, 
and never can he forget the enthusiastic demonstrations of joy 
which burst from the Irish hearts, there assembled to re- 
ceive him. The wide stretched Bay presented the splen- 
did, though unusual, spectacle of a royal squadron sailing on 
its ample bosom, and heightening its richly variegated sur- 
rounding beauties. Recurrence to that memorable event, and 
to the enlivening scenes which the Bay afterwards presented. 



three mountains of Ireland, Sliavekua, Sliavmii, and Sliavkualau — ^the three 
heights of Ireland, Cruaghtmogly, Cualan, and Beanb&rky — ^the three loughs o^* 
Ireland, Loghmahagh, Logkrie, and Logh-Emie — the three streams of Ireland^ 
the ShannaHf the Boyne, and the Ban— the three plains of Ireland, Mamit, 
Ma'linie, and Ltjfy— the three caves of Ireland, Uavcor^, Uav^langie, and the 
cave of Fema — the things less covetted in Ireland, the Abbotship of Bangor , 
the Abbotship of Landela, and the Chieftainship of Modom — the worst in lie- 
land, Gragrle^ GlatrU, and Bantrte^\he three safest things in Ireland, the Abbot- 
ship of lauga^ the Chieftainship of the three Kualant, and the old Government 
of Ardmagh — the three strands of Ireland, the strand of Rottargid, the strand of 
Roitedie, and the strand of TrawMy — the three fords of Ireland, AthlmaM or 
AthLme, Athcliathor Da6/tfi, and ^lAcolty— the three roads of Ireland, Sly-astal, 
Siy-dabf and Sly'mi^uaghra — ^the three ways of Ireland, Beaiaghcongiat, or the 
way of Clonglas, BealagtUuimnig, or the way of Limerick, and Bealagh-Aik' 
cUath, or the way of Dublin — the three mounts of Ireland, Drumfinin, Dmmro- 
belf and DrvmUhy — the three Cleans, or pasturages of Ireland, Cluanmaenaim' 
Cttumotif and C/iumtrard— the three mansion-houses of Ireland, Tarah, Cruag 
han and CathU — ^the three waterleaps of Ireland, Eaaroe, EavUmamtf, and 
EaMiogM— the three wells of Ireland, the well of Dan$, the well of Tipperarf^ 
and the well of Brigid, in JSrt/comnM— the three impassable places in Ireland. 
Brrfny^ Barren, and J3«arra~the three creeks of Ireland, Antargie, FeU, and 
TuagU-^the three most famous placet of Ireland, Ii«aiMoiigii&iii, Dunkhu, and 
Srubrun.^Book rf BaUimoi$, 
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during the Regatta, or marine festivities, patronised by our 
viceroy, the Marquis of Anglbsea, and his family, 
brings to recollection the following spirited Marine Ode, well 
known along many parts of the Irish coast, but particularly in 
the west, as the " Boatman's Hymn/' The bard has, it is 
true, gone to the full extent of his poetic licence ; but the 
stanzas and chorus are considered highly chaiacteristic and 
descriptive. — 

71 bh<^|ic b* <^n<^Tnh cu <^nn <^n<^c<^ni n<^ b-connqi^^ch fi-^p6, 
Ci^T3 cobh^pch<^ch, 3i6h bu6h b<^pb<^p6hA cpom i <^fi U<, 
Cp<^ Uif<CT6h <^ii ip<^ip3e o bhoTin 30 b<(p, 
Ix^n coipn 6hi m 3h<^bh<^n ynui]! 30 cp<^Tin. 
Cuip y:^.—^ b^p ^ Un, ^ b^p ^ Un, 

11 3hp^6h n^ pun, ^chui6 be'n c-r<^03h<^il 

•21 Un— 'r i ^r\ b^6 bpei^bh yeoil. 

Cp<< 3hl^Y<^nn ye ^ h-fe6<^ch 3<^ii ipK^p, 3<^n ch<^ni, 
ben 3-c<^el AnAipc 3le-3heil n<^ h-iTin6i<^ch<^ <^n<^ll, 
C<^el-bh<^pc x^^^5> fio3<^n6<^, ^3 <^p cuip 6i<^ ^n 3pe<^nTi, 
IVx i^ bh-ipacTpe^ ^iin<^3h<^i6}i ^n U^ e, 'y e ^3 e1pi3he<^6h 

Cuip T^.— <^b&p <;Un, &c. 

11 6h<^oileinn ^ chpom-ch<^pp<^i3 3b<^pbh, 3<^n T3^ch, 
'Jlip 6j\ TiuAbh-bh^pc-To -pum-yA bpe<^chnui3h 60 yh^^ch, 
•Jin chuiTYihin l^z *y <^n 3-cu<^n-Yo 30 bh-'pe^^c^^ cu hKb, 
5^Ti chonc<^bh<^ipc, conn-bh^pp^^ 3he<^pp^6h, m^p d^im ? 
Cuip Y^.—^ bi^p, ^ Un, &c. 



384 notes- 

It cuTmhin bom, A bubh^itic 6<^oil«^nn, sufi c^tifKC^s me 

T 3"n ^^' ^^P ^" 3-cu<^n TO it ha^n bAm ^^3 ^mh^pe 

3<^ch U, 

•Jlchc Tlince$3 ni c<^bh<^jtY<^inn ^Cip A bh-Ye<^c<^T ^^ bh<li6, 

Yeoch An nu^^bh-bh^^pc <^'t ^ chomplx^chc <^3 c<^p[iAin3 't 

^n c-Tn<^mh. 

Cuifi Y&.— <^ b<^|i, A Kn, &c. 



^21 <^ch<^ni n<^ n-bul, c<^bh<^ifi buinn-ne 6ibe<^n n<^ cpi^ishe, 
5<^bh(^iTn bo coTrK^ipce, t^^ ^ <^ "-i^T A'^ ^^^9 
Cpe 3h<^|tbh-chonnc<^ibh Tobb<^bh<^eh -pA clnocpAT 3hn^rh 
IVy m<^fi<^ Tn-b<^|i|i<^ibh 60 chuiiK^chc 3<^bh<^n x^ ^P' *"* 
Up.* 



-2 " Gr£a^ Fionn of old: 



Howth is much celebrated as one of the military stations of 
this famous chief, and his brave followers, the Fian, or ancient 



• la this curious ode, the Irish reader will perceive the appropriate nature of 
the Cuip -p^ or Chorus; and the poetic descriptions of the " Sea reddening 
from bottom to top," with the full-rigged bark ** rising out of the gale," will not 
pass unobserved. jThe rock, WhiUan, lies on the west coast of Ireland, off Black- 
sod harbour, andis marked on some maps. Between the last stanaa, and the others. 
there seems some want of connection ; if the entire be not, as is likely, the frag- 
mentof a hymn, formerly entire, and sung in parts by the crews of several 
assembled boats. If this conjecture be correct, and I have reason to think it so, 
the last stanza may have belonged to the part of a different person from the first, 
who prayed to the Fatherof the Elements, ^IchAip TlA ll-bul, to protect him 
and his bark, from being run down by the previously described vessel, which it 
would seem was rapidly bearing on them, in full sail. 
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I ** militia" of Ireland. The Book of Howth is quoted by the 

prejudiced chronicler, Hanmer, for a curious account of this 
chivalrous legion; and the narrative is respectfully recom- 
mended to the perusal of those honest Scotchmen, for many 
such there are, who still place faith in Macpherson's assertion 
that these Irish warriors, and their bard Oimit, were true born na- 
tives of old Caledonia, One cannot, at the present day, look back 
at that monstrous fabrication, though of an age famous for 
literary forgery, without astonishment at the consummate bold- 
ness of the fabricator, the infatuation of his learned supporters, 
cmd the national credulity and ignorance of an entire people. In 
former days, the ancestors of our Scottish friends liberally sup- 
plied themselves with Irish saints and Irish music ; but it was 
reserved for the last age to make a bold attempt on our heroes, 
their bards and poetry. The day of learning, however, was 
then too far advanced, and the appropriation which might 
have been effected, in the hour of literary darkness, was pre- 
vented at the moment of returning light. To none, more than 
to our excellent countryman. Doctor Drummond, is Ireland 
indebted, for vindicating her right to these ancient literary 
treasures. This will shortly appear, in his learned Dissertation 
on "The authenticity of the Poems attributed to Ossian," 
addressed to the members of the Royal Irish Academy, and 
intended for publication in their Transactions. . To that gen- 
tleman I am indebted for a translation of the following extract 
from a Finian poem, taken with several others, from the re- 
cital of a mountain shepherd, at Partry in the county of 
Mayo. These metrical fragments, to the number of several 
thousand verses, had been committed to memory by the reciter 
in his early youth, amidst his native hills, where they have 
been transmitted from sire to son, through countless generations. 
The poem is named the Lay of Bin Bolbin, a hill in the 
county of Sligo. It opens with a fine description of rural 
scenery.— 

VOL. II. B b 



386 NOTES. 

71 btinn Doilbin, ly ^iil>h<^ch ^ fi-6iu ! 

^ bUTnn bubh ch<^din ^'y ^^ ^' T^PP eituch ! 

^n z^n pn <^ mhic Ch^^lTfiuinn, 

60 bubh &Winii ^ bheich <^ip <^ mhulUch. 

iHibh lombh^ cu <^3UT 310IW, 

5i^ip bhiis^^il <^3ur s^^bh^^ip, 

bhiobh Kifi bo lior, A3ur l^och Uibip, 

% bhinn &|i6 n<^ 3-comhl^fin, 

bh1o6h l&n 6e chofnidibh dnny <^n n-o16hche, 

^3ur ce^pcA f|t<^oich diji d fietbhabh^ 

le di^le K3UT cec^l eifi-bha3. 

60 bubh ^oibhifi ^ bheich 6'& n-eiiT«^chc 

3&i|t nA n3<^6h^ <^iin ^ n-sle^nncAibh, 

Qln mhuc-^llA bo b' ion3KTicAch9 

?l3uy 3<^ch don be'n bh-)n<^n bo bhi l^chKip, 

21 3-conc<^ <^ilne <^ijt <^ n-i<^ll<^ibh. 

Ikibh lombhd cnud|T$i{t coiUe 

fee whn^ibh -pionrK^ ti<^ ■p&nne, 

^SUj- c^^op be bhU^y cumhitA, 

YubhcpAobh ^uy yme^Liw^, 
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bubh bfnn YMU^im d n-$|t6hi^ui^ 

?l bheich <^3 ip^uch<^in <;'|- ^^3 &|Te<^chc, 
le 5^ip u<^i3ne<^ch <^n TphiolAi|i, 
le c^^mii^n hA n-b6bbfi<^n, 
•Zrt le comhpKbh n<^ Tion<^ch, 
•Zln Ion bubh <^iji mVhe^p T^iche 
?l3Ui-'i <^3 pnim 30 ipioii-bhinn. — 
&e<^Tibh<^Tn feme, A ph^ifep^^ic, 
50 m-bufeb "e^^ ^oibhaii, 
bWofehnK^ip-we Aifi Kn 3-cnoc fo, 
f e<^chc 3-c<^ch<^ n<^ ■p^mne, 
'Zl nochc IT ce^)tc mo ch<^ife 
%*T ^^^ c|iu<^i^ IMc mo TS^l^« 



TRANSLATION BY DOCTOR DRUMMOND. 

OISIN SUNG. 

Bin Bolbiii thov ait sad to day ; 
Thou that wast ent of aspect gay 

Aad loTely to be seen ; 
O son of Calfruin ! then 'twas sweet, 
To find a soft and mossy seat, 

On its lofty summit green. 
Bb2 
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Thou hill of battles, stained with gore. 

How oft thy fortress strong around. 
Where dwelt a hero bold of yore, 

Rose music sweet of horn and hound ; 
The bittern round thee boomed at night. 
The grouse, loud-whirring in her flight. 
Peopled thy heath, and every tree 
Rang with the small birds' melody. 

Yes, 'twas delight to hear the cry 

Of hounds along thy valleys sweep ; 
To hear the rock's wild son* reply 

From every cliff and steep ; 
To see the chiefs of the Fenian band. 
To slip the greyhounds ready stand ; 
And groups of maidens young and fair. 
That plucked as they went the flow'rets rare ; 
With berries of every form and hue. 
Of crimson blush, or of glossy blue. 
From bramble and bush ; or cresses young, 
That by the crystal streamlet sprung : 
And passing sweet was the voice of their song. 
As the fair-haired damsels roved along. 

Sweet too, by the source of the lonely stream. 

To see aloof of the eagle sail ; 
To hear her solitary scream, 

Burst startling o'er the vale : 
To hear the otter's whining note ; 

Or, mid the hollow mountain rooks. 

The barking of the wary fox ; 
Or mellow song of the blackbird, float 



* Mac-alla, Echo ; literally, tl^e son of the rock. 
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From bower and grove, o'er wood and lawn. 
To evening hour from early dawn. 

With joy it thrilled my heart I vow. 
To sit upon the mountain's brow. 

And all the glorious landscape view ; 
The seven brave Fenian bands around. 
In war, in peace, still faithful found — 

But now my friends are few : 
Then merry and gay in the summer ray. 

They frolicked and they shone ; 
With autumn's blast away they past, 

A nd I am left alone. 
My fate with tears may dim your eye. 
And wake your tender sympathy. 

3 The circumstance alluded to in this stanza forms the sub- 
ject of one of the finest wrought romantic tales in the Irish 



* " And forests croum.thy cUff'-girt steeps" 
No " forests," at present, " crown" the bold promontory of 
Howth ; but the ornamental plantations in the ancient demesne, 
and castle grounds, present a pleasing contrast to the rude majes- 
tic features of the surrounding scenery. In the wish expressed 
in the concluding stanza of our poem, every Irishman will 
most cordially join. Howth was one of the first acquisitions made 
by the Anglo-Norman knights in Ireland ; and it has continued 
nearly 700 years in one worthy family, through a succession of 
thirty Barons, to the present noble and respected proprietor. To 
his lordship's kindness I am indebted for one of the most ancient 
deeds of settlement of Irish lands, by the invaders. It was en- 
tered into by his great ancestor, prior to Prince John's con- 
firmatory grant of U<mede (Howlh,) to Almaric the warlike^ 
the second baron ; and is preserved, with several hundred other 
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curious docmiieiiti, M anterior to the yew i5M, is his lofd- 
ship's aichives. I here sulgoia a tnuislalioa fton the origioel.* 



ODE BY GERALD NUGENT ON LEAVING 
IRELAND. 

This ode was composed in the re^;n of Queen Elizabeth, 
by the ** Son of a Settler;** but he was one, who appears 
to have possessed the lofty port and bearing of a bard, whose 
proud soul spumed the enemies of hb country. In him the native 
of the pale expanded into a native of the land. He ad<^ted 
the language of the " mere Irish/' and leaned to think and 
feel like his oppressed fellow countrymen. Roused by their 
wrongs, he flung aside the harp, and bared his arm in their 
cause; but, alas I his efforts were ineffectual, and he was 
forced to become a voluntary exile from the ill-feted Imnd of 
his birth. On this occasion, he composed these sweetly pathe* 
tic stanzas, so beautifully descriptive of the country. They 



* Know all men, present and to come, fhat I, NieMtu Sabu J 
giTon and granted and by tbit my present deed, have confirmed, to Almmrie 
Saint Lawnnee, my ion, my whole land of Hmudt, with all its appurtenmnces, 
as I have ever held the same, and all my conquai m Irtland. To have and to 
hold in fee and inheritance, to him and hu heiis, freely and peaoeablf , ia 
churches, in mills, in lakes, in waters, in pastures, and meadows, in waji aad 
paths, in woods and in all other things, which to roe appertain, saving the 
service of John the Earl, Lord of Ireland. — In presence of J. Archbishop of 
Dublin — John de Couirrp—Hugh Tyrrell — Robert Tyrrell, his son — Williaai 
the Little — Geoffry de Constantyn— Adam de Hereford— Richard de Herelbnl 
— Geoflry de Nugent^- Adam de Pheypoe — Richard Talbot— Robert de Nii|c«at 
— Andrew de Courtyn— Robert de Excestria — Geoffry de Vincestria — William 
de Vincestria— Ralph Whittell— Richard deCastello- Robert de Comewalisbe 
—cum multis aliis.r-Most of these witnesses fonoded fninilies in Ireland. 

Without reference to the ancient documents in the possession of the Earl of 
Howth, no correct history of the English pale can be written. The impoitanoe 
of such a work is obvious. 
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may recall to the readers recoUection SmoUet's Ode to the 
Leyen water; aod, perhaps, aot suffer much even by a conpa- 
rison. See, also, the affecting farewell of the unfortunate 
Mary Queen of Scots to the shores of France, commencing — 

** Oh ma patrie tr^s ch^rie 
Ou je passai ma jeunesse/'^ 

^ '* What 9orrow wringi my bkedmg keari, 
TofUsefrwilnufaUr 
According to the bard, Ken«lh O^Hurti^n^ Anno 950, 
Inisfail, one of the early names of this Island, was derived 
from the li<^ v^il or ** Siane of DesUny," brought from the 
East, and once so celebrated in Ireland and Scotland* See 
Keating, for the wonderful virtues of the Lia faU, which, for 
many ages was as much venerated in Ireland, as was Jacob's 
stone, in the temple at Jenuaiem, by Christian and Moslem ; 
or the famous black stone at Mecca, for centuries before the 
time of Mahomet. This Irish relic is, at present, to be seen in 
the coronation chair at Westminster Abbey, where it is shewn 
as Jacob's pillow or pillar ; for the learned antiquaries of West- 
minster do not allow that it has any connection with Ireland, 
In this they may be right, as to the stone now in their posses* 
sion, for it is confidently asserted by a worthy friend of mine, 
who has obliged the world with many well-intended publica- 
tions, that the real Ida fail has been abstracted from the coro- 
nation chair, by some zealous Gaelic Patriots, who have 
replaced it with the stone at present exhibited. It is further 
surmised that it may, by due diligence, be' traced, strange turn 
of destiny! to the buildings of the Caiholic Aitoeiaii&m ; and, 
stranger still, that it is there religiously preserved, by those 
Irish Demagogues, to crown their great leader on it, who by 
facetious anticipation is already known by the name of 
King O'Connell. — Diu vivat Rex. 
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s ^* Plahu where genercmi iieedg ahomkdr 
Until the seT«nteeoth century, Ireland was particularly cele- 
brated throughout Europe, for valuable horses. 500 cows have 
been often given for a single horse. Our bards have exhausted 
the powers of their language in descriptions of this noble 
animal. The old Irish breed is now nearly extinct. 

3 " / 9eefair Fmtan'i $hore recede" 
Fintan, one of the companions of Casar, the earliest reputed 
colonist of Ireland. Keating makes a present of Fintan to 
the adversaries of Irish history. 

* " Ru^ plaint of Jr.'' 
Ir, one of the sons of Milesius. Irlanda, q. d. "^pe^tiAnn 1p. 

» " Nor e'er the crafty Saxon greet:* 
English treachery was a theme on which our Irish TtfrUei 
loved to dwell. It must be confessed, that no subject could 
be better calculated to heighten those feelings of national 
animosity, which so unhappily subsisted between the people of 
both countries, and which were so effectually perpetuated by 
repeated breaches of English faith. In the days of our bard^ 
ti horrible instance of this kind occurred at MuUanuut, in the 
territory of Xeix, then recently formed into shire-ground, under 
the name of the Queen's County. The following notice of this 
transaction is taken from the manuscript already quoted, Vol. 
1. p. 186. — •* An account of the murder at the fort of MuUa- 
mast. In the year 1705, there was an old gentleman, of the 
name of Culien, residing in the county of Kildare, who often 
discoursed with one Dwyer and one Dowling, who were ac- 
tually living at MuUamast, when that horrid murder was com- 
mitted, in the 16th year of the reign of Queen Elizabeth, Anno 
Domini 1573.* These old men frequently told him, that the 

* Taafie, in his tlisioiy of Ireland, and others, state, but without authority. 
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whole was planned and perpetrated by a combination of Caiho- 
He and Protestant families, amongst whom they enumerated the 
Bcwens, Hartpoks, Hovendem, Dempsies, and FitzgeraldM, as 
Catfiolici* They further stated , that it was by these families 
in particular, the unsuspecting victims were enticed to Mulla- 
masty under pretence of entering into a friendly alliance of 
offence and defence against their mutual enemies. That the 
sufferers were of the seven Septs of Leix, viz. the O'Mores, 
O'KeUys, O'Lahrs, Devoys, MacEvoys, O'Dorans and O^Dow- 
lings; and, so effectual were the measures taken for their des- 
truction, that of the multitude which entered the fort, only a 
single individual escaped with his life, and he was one of the 
sons of O'Afore.* It is unnecessary to add, that the estates of 
the murdered proprietors, were granted to their assassins. Well 
might Elizabeth exclaim, as she is known to have done about 



that it took place ia the reign of Qaeeo Maiy. That historiaD't object was to 
shew, that before any change of religion took place, and when both were Catholic, 
the English persecuted and murdered the Irish ; and to prove that fact, he 
has adduced the affair of Mullamast, which he has assigned to the reign of the 
Catholic Mary. We see, however, that some Irish families are named among 
the perpetrators, but it may be answered, that they were obliged to join, in order 
to save themselves. 

* The manuscript here alludes to " a common tradition of the country," that 
several lives were saved, by means of one Horry Lawlar, who, on approaching 
the fort with his party, jocosely observed, that '* he saw all going in, but none 
coming out." Suspicion being thus awakened, he prevailed on his people to 
remain behind and permit him to enter ; and if they did not see him quickly 
return, as he intended, then to save themselves by flight, for they might be sure 
that there was treachery at bottom. This intrepid individual, no sooner entered 
the fort, than he saw the breathless bodies of his slaughtered friends lying all 
around, and, immediately drawing his sword, be boldly cut his way through 
the murderous crew, back to his companions, whom he conducted in safety to 
Dysart, near Maryborough, beyond the reach of all danger. The noble con- 
duct of this brave and magnanimous character, who thus devoted himself to 
what might be considered certain death, for the safety of his friends, is deserving 
of every praise. Many an action, less entitled to the distinction, has been per- 
petuated in marble : but, alas ! poor Harry Lawlor was an Irishman, and his 
name was, of course, consigned to oblivion. 
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this period, with refereoce to Ireland. '' All ! how 1 fear, kai 
it be objected to u«« as it was to Tiberim by Bmio ; you, yoa^ 
it is that are in fault, who have Gommitted yoor flocks not to 
shepherds, but to wolyes." Yet, strange inconmteiK^ of 
hnnian nature, this yery woman, soon after so awful a confes- 
flion of an affrighted conscience, again let loose fresh troops of 
rarening wolyes, to commit even more dreadful ravages, u«til tlie 
fieurest portion of Ireland was almost totally destroyed. Tlds 
alio did by her grants and commiBsions to her infamous favontite. 
Emkighf and the adventurous myrmidons called the ''Underta- 
ken" of Manster. The remembrance of the foul murders com- 
mitted in Ireland by that sanguinary man, can never be e&oed. 
But another opportunity may enable us to do full justica lo 
his memory. 

« '' Prmm, ihte tweet He/otn mmti I part.'* . 
Delvin barony, in the county of Westmeath, gives the title 
of Marquess to the Nugent family. It was anciently the 
territory of the ancient Irish sept of Fmdelvm, or Fmneikm ; 
and in the reign of John was granted to Gilbert de Nugent, the 
ancestor of our bard, and also of the present noble family of 
Westmeath. 

^ ^* Dundargveit* happy Umd$" 
The rich plains of Meath. 



PATRICK HEALY'S WISHES. 

" O that for me some home like this would smile.'' 

CawgpbelL 

** Sperantibui, quoad licita et innocua, omnia smU Ubera,*' 
says Vincent Bourne, in the preface to his elegant Latin trans- 
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taiioii of Doctor Pope's favourite Ea^ish ball«id, << The Wbb." 
Patrick Heaij, however, was content with the necesiariaf for 
he has confined his humble aspirations to the things merely 
necessary for the rational enjoyment of existence. Like (he 
generality of his poor oppressed countrymen, his desires are 
moderate ; and yet, moderate though they be, there are millioM 
in Ireland who are destined never to enjoy one of them, if we 
except that, which is so familiarily known, by the vulgar ap* 
pellation of the *' Beggar's blessing/' alluded to by our bard in 
his concluding stanza. From both these ballads, some of the 
leading opinions of human comfort, which generally prevail in 
England and Ireland, may be ascertained. The Eoglisfaman 
wishes for a snug box in a country town ; the Irishman prefers 
the open champaign. The former, being fond of good feeding, fur- 
nishes a regular bill of fare, not omitting even his Sunday pud- 
ding, ** Sabbaia digHnguatfarhmr the latter scarcely notices 
the article food. All John's wants, in the female way, are 
supplied by a ** ekanhf yc/wng girl to rub his bald pate ;*^ but 
Paddy, at hinc lachrym-ae, will not be satisfied without one 
legally entitled to *' comb his locks," and *' to mind the cabban 
and the childer, your honour." Wives, in Ireland, are not 
sinecurisfs. This may be deduced from the conclusion of our 
poem, which anticipates, as a thing certain, '' a babe every 
Easter !" qui to enough to frighten poor Parson Malthus out of 
his wits, and perpetuate the blessings of our superabundant 
population. 

The subject of the present little poem is one which comes 
home to every man*s bosom, and seldom fails, at some period 
of life, to occupy his most serious thoughts; nay often to 
awaken reflections favourable to the best interests of religion 
and morality. I am here induced to extend my limits a little, 
in order to lay before the Irish reader a few of Uie old moral 
maxims by which his ancestors were wont to regulate their 
actions, selected, with some care and trouble, from various 
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sources, both oral and written.* Amongst them will be fooml 
some noble truths and sentiments expressed with much force 



• WISE SAYINGS FROM THE IRISH. 

The following passages have heen tianslated from the Book ^ BottimaU^ fin. 75. 
The translations are given, as the original is too obsolete for the present pur- 
pose, and the necessary explanations to render it intelligible woold require too 
much room. The first paragraph is from the " Advice of Comme Uifmd^, (tiMi 
long bearded,) to his son/' Carbr^, Anno 254 — 

** No fellowship with a king — no falling oat with a madman — ^no dealing 
with a revengeful man — no competition with the powerful — ^no wrong to lie 
done lo seven classes of persons, excited to anger, vix : — a baid, a commander, 
a woman, a prisoner, a drunken person, a dniid, a king in his own dominioiis. 
— No stopping the force of a going wheel by strength of hand — ^no forcing the 
sea — no entering a battle with broken bands — no heightening the giief of a 
sorrowful man — no merriment in the seat of justice — no grief at feaats-^no ob- 
livion in ordinances or laws — no contention with a righteous person — ^no mock- 
ing of a wise man — no staying in dangerous roads— no prosperity shall IbUow 
malice— no coveting of skirmishes^a lion is not a safe companion to all p ei soua 
— throe deaths that ought not to be bemoaned : the death of a fist hog, the death of 
a thiefy and the death of a proud prince— three things that advance the subject : 
to be tender to a good wife, to serve a good prince, and to be obedient to a good 
governor. 

" The son of Fiihil the wise, aaked him what was the best thing to maintain 
afamilyor a house?— FtiJkU answered, ' a good anvil.' — ' Whatanvill' says the 
son, — ' a good wife,' says FUhU, — ' How shall I know her?' says the son, — *by 
her countenance and virtue,' says Fithil, « for, the small short is not to be 
coveted though she be fair-haired, nor the thick short, nor the long white, nor 
the swarthy yellow, nor the lean black, nor the fair acold or talkative woouui, 
nor the small fruitful who is amorous and jealous, nor the fair oomplexioned, 
who is ambitious to see and be seen.' — ' What then,' says the son, * what woman 
shall I takeV — ' I know not,' says Fithil, ' though the large flaxen-haired, and 
the white black-haired, are the best ; but I know no sort fit for a man to trust 
to, if he wishes to live in peace.'—' What shall I do with them thenV says the 
son. — FiUiil answered, ' you shall let them all alone, or take them for good or 
evil, as they may turn out, for until they are consumed to ashes, they shall not 
be free from imperfections.'—' Who is the worst of women V — ' Beoom.' — 
' What is worse than herl' — ' The man that married her, and brought her home 
to his house to get issue by her.' — * What can be worse than that man?* — ' The 
child gotten between them, for it is utterly impossible that he can ever be free 
from villany and malice.' " 

** Wisdom is what makes a poor dian a king— a weak person powerful — a 
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and brevity, and in the simplest language. Although we 
abound in proyerbial sayings, demed from the wisdom and 



good genention of a bad one — a foolish man reaaonable — ^though witdom be 
good in the beginning, it is better at the end." — Book of BaiHtnoU. 

Such are a few of the wise sayings of the Pagan Irish, which have descended 
to onr times. With respect to the dialogue between the ungallant FHhil and his 
son, the reader may recollect what Plutarch relates of the early Greek sages, 
who were accustomed to propose questions and riddles to one another ; and also 
the similar instances of Sampson, and of the queen of Saba, in the Holy Scrip- 
tures.^ — Pha, mpt. mp. — Jud, ziv. 14.-— 3 JiTtiigf, z. 1. — ^The same custom we 
here find prevailed in Ireland. The following original proverbs are of diflerent 
ages. Many of them are of considerable antiquity ; and, of these, some are 
obscure. All are conformable to the rule, Quiequid pneeipin, etto brevit, • 

(IRISH PROVERBS.) 

^imibe^chc se&pii ^x T^ 'T T^W 

?lichT(i3he<^iiTi TO$ii6h<^chc Tnobh^QwhlAchc, 

^n c-u<^ii <^3 mti?i<Qbh m&bhle^ch &'<^ mh^ch^^ip. 

'Hizhrdshe^nn ^nmhib lochc <^nn<^&^in. 

7liliie<^chc mn^ ionn)t<Qice 3hfifthe<^iin ciincuT C)tu<^&)i. 

1U:hiiiii3hche<^li 3116 r\6, h-<^iTniniie. 

Ilip ^on 6Ji\6imh bi<^bh choi&hche be<^)tTiK^b. 

^n ci^qrAbh u<^lAeh m Tppe<^5<^n bu<^1Abb. 

^n I 3-coiTnh)te<^n?i f^bbe^^ch ipu<QcbATiTi. 

^In c-yU^c iw^cb ii-3lAc^nn inlomb. 

7in c-reSb boyb^sb^U 'y'i ^r ^<^r\e. 
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experi0iMe of former tuaesy yet Hmj hftve i^red iu the 
negleci of our tittratvre* It is thefefore hoped tkat 



(IRISH PROVBRBS.) 

^In 6ubh 3hn^ nt h-^h|uii3hche^p i* 

^iji li ni bjtach fec^ii 3<^ii fuilibh. 

Qln iu(i|t If cpu^bh bo chAili3^ c^^ichpibh |f inch. 

bibh &bh <^iji <^nK^Wii!i. 

b^ul a&hinn 6Jx cpoibhe cuilinn. 

bu<^ibh|nbh ^n c-e^ch no c^ilyibh ^n ypi^ji. 

be<^ch<^6h &n jc^p^bhe yiiiiTine. 

bfth cluib Tphe^^i-^^iji <^3 ^^n c-T<^och]«CTbhe. 

bibh bo|ib ipo T3&mh. 

bibh boi|tbe<^chc 1 11-30^1 shj^tfie, 

bibh cla^n^Skhe 1 ii-be^3h-chuUibh. 

bor i]t uiGHl ruie. 

bu^ine clu 'n& r^^^^jl^l' 

b|iHij:h^|t b^(j9ch b^^h^nAehc 

be<^iinui3h 1 nfi-b&i&h bo bTie<^3h-bhuine. 

bochc <^ii-e<^3leKir 6. bhtof 3^n cheol. 

CoTiAi)t 3<^n sh^iUiAbb con^ nA li^jnce. 
Ciie<^rc<^chc qte^h^bh beddu^ dn c-ft^osluUl. 
Cp<^i3e<^ti <^n bochc 3ACI1 ^ilp. 
C)tobh )toiTnh <^ii Ape, 
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Patriotic Irish scholar may temedj this defect^ by ecUeeti«g 
and publishiDg these yenerable dieia of our ancient saints and 



(IRISH PROTBRB8.) 
C<^och 6r\ c<^och <^i|t bh<^ch, 

&^c {t^jt cin^l. 
ClAoibhe<^nn ne<^)tc ce^^jic. 
(^omhiK^nn b^ch^^r An c-iTi5h|ie<^Tn<(ch. 
Ce<^T<^iin &f\ bol3 l&n. 
CfiionAchc ciiire<^chc. 
CobhU ^b^ TP^ibe<^Ti le<^nbh. 
ClAoibhce<^?i?i ^n T<^ch<^ch Te<^fw;. 

&&ne<^chc 3A11 lu^^j-. 

6CTTce<^nn An bochc. 

bil 30 biu3h. 

&eA)tbh|tAchAi|t leAbft^Achc olAch&n* 

6ochAr liAi3h 3Ach AnnpS. 

beix seirnhjie 03 TAnihpA. 

&uil3he An r-uAvbh|ieAch bo cheAnntiQhAbh. 

&eAcAi|t b|t&m |iif tn mhu|im$|t. 

&Ai|t ni fi^b^\i pq* bo bh^nAmh. 

&ubh bo 3hn^ Ap An |noiin^3 1^^^» 
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sages, which are not iDferior, either in wit or wisdom, to those 
of any other country of Europe. 



(IRISH PROVBRBS.) 

&ubh &0 le<^c<^ <^ii <^ii pw'i^S C<^p<^i5h. 
6<^ll <^i)t li ni b|ie<^dt^inh |5iop. 
6iomh<^oine^T niK^n <^m(^b^in. 
&e<^pc I'ul l&Tni|t. 

e<^bc|iom 6p <^5 <^Tn<^&^n. 

TPe&pii bajie ipleibhe 'nA tSx bpmbfme. 

"Pe&iiii bfteol^n i n-bo|in 'tk^ copp ^^ip c&ipbe. 

yuA]tuT3he^nn ^ chuib. 

^M^li cumdnn cAili. 

TPale b<^|ic<^c>i<^in. 

TPeAbh|i&n bh&r r^h<^- 

TPe&pji TTK^b^ hei 'n^ leomh^^n Tn(^|tbh. 

TPe&ini ^ oileKmh<^in 'tk^ <^ oibe^^ch^^i*. 

TPe&p|i |:uin pleibh 'n& c5r Siop^^ic. 

yt^b6i cmmhrie ren-leinbh. 

TPe<^|i3 6i'x ru<^ch n&mhmb <^n be<^3h-5b|t<^ibh. 

TPoillp3hrhe<^li 3<^ch nibh |ie h-Aimp|t. 

Y^b<^Tn 6|t bo che<^nii<^ch 30 b^^op. 

TP^b^n c<^c be<^|ic<^bh vop i<i3h. 
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THE MOURNER'S SOLILOQUY IN THE RUINED 
ABBEY OF TIMOLEAGUE. 

' Timoleague, Ce<^ch ^oU^5<^^ the house or cell of SIT. Malaga^ 
a small town id the south of Munster. Near it is a venerable 
abbey, whose extensive remains indicate its former magnificence. 

(IRISH PROVBRBS.) 

'Poishib lei3he<^T Te<^n5h<^lAp. 
TPoshU^im vt\\6x\ 3<^ch e<^3ndibhe. 
'Pei^PIi cUi *n^ con<^ch. 
TPe&pit coT3ilc <^ni b-cuif 'ni( <^i[i bape. 

5ii»bhe<^iin l^ice l&icfthec^chc. 
5<^n oile^Tnh<^in 3<^n mbobh. 
5<^ii Ion 3<^ii ch<^|t<^i&. 
5<^n chiixe ly ipu^p 6jk chUi. 
5eibh lo|i3<<nAc)i somhjie 3qic<^ch. 
5<^ch &e<^Tnh<^n |ii3heAnn ^ pS. 
5^ch riibh 3h<^bh<^p 30 h-olc imchT3he<^iin 30 h-olc. 
5<^ch <C bh-'p<^3h^p 50 h-olc iTnchi3he<^!in 30 h-olc. 
5Tnbhe^n bl^b^^p c^^pc^&^^l*. 
5nAcb ocp<^ch -pochmh^^p, 
5iiiih c<^pc c<^pc. 

3l5p TK^cb 6-cuille<Ciin A 3-ca^nn t<i re^pp ^ bhach 
6^nx\ no <^f 

VOL. II. CO 
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"These remains/' says Mr. Brewer, "occupy a low Inrt 
lovely and peaceful station, on the banks of the silyer strcaa, 



(IRISH PROVBRBS.) 

5^ch copji ji^iji A ice^bh. 
5<^ch coine<^l <^ 3-culuA6^|i. 
5^ch ^m ni h-e<^3n<^ch T<^oich, 
5^ch nibh 6<^o|i mhiAn 3<^ch tyitk^oi. 
5e^n 5<^ch leKnc^ch A cob<^iiTAchr. 
5ni&he<^nn cei|Te cArh|t<^Ti^chc. 
5nibhe<^Tin T<^ibhbhi)t |i$i|t ^ Aonc<^. 
5iii&he<^ii?i olc olc. 

5io|iAch f pi qt&ch<^ n^^pc ij* iyi<^|'1A« 

lomAb 5<^oil <^ip bhe^5&n c<^p^&. 

lyqiCTi^ 5I10CAT 'n& ne^pc, 

It miliT |5ioii, IT T^P^h Ktoc; 

lochlAn cpu<^ch<^ch snT&he^nn u<^bh<^p. 

It wio ch'o^sU 'iw; ch'<^bhbh^p. 

lomb&i3h An bb^iT cobhU, 

It mime A bhi 5p^ii^ 5e<^fi<^mhAil, A511T b<^ch<^nihAil 

bOFK^. 

It m<^ll 't 'T Wp«^ch tfTo3h<^lc<^T ^^- 
It coim c<^b^in 60 bhoichc. 
It T^^h 6<^ochAm, 
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. yfhoB^ tide lares the ancient but still firm walls.** No spot 
could have been chosen more suitable for the mournful musings 



(IRISH proverbs;) 

It 5o6h^|i 3<^ch n^. 

It 3n&ch f (^iinc^^ch i jiiKchc<^n<^T. 

Ir b<^ll <^n 3ii&Mi b<^och. 

It ipc^np ^^ inh<^ich 6i z^ 'M ^n mh^^ich <^bh1, 

•t e<^3n^ch bei^sli bhuine, 

Itshei^nn 3io)t|i<^Tn<^eh 6n T3<^^- 
lui&he<^nn b^chr it 3<^ch T5<^in^» 
lorn 5<^ch<^ l^<^ii* 
loiTse^^nn ti|i <^*t ^\^^^» 
loice<^nn <^0)tK6h Tn$|t-chUt. 
lulblie^nTi Ppoim|nolU(ii ipofi ocpKch.. 
lUT&he<^nii T^hTi^T ^'P AnK^b^n. 
lui&he^nn cpu<^bhc<^ii pp bhiOTnh(^oiiie<^T« 
I^Tibh loiT3che pui^cbAnii ceine. 
leishe^^T 5^^^ bjiin comhit^bh. 
Iw^S'i 5<^ch boicbc bi<T» 
luibhibh ioU^|t ^i|t u<^ichibh« 

|7li<^nf uishil 6. n-bi<^ibli T^chAip. 
|7liAn 3<^n r<^i]tbhe 3<^ii bhU^T- 

cc2 
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of the bard. GroBe, in his Antiquities of Irdand, giwes a 
pleasing Tiew of this abbey. Be says that the huUdlag, 



<IRISH PKOV«RB8.) 

fA^*X ^^^ "^^^l ^T w«^r<^ wK^olSs. 
M^> Y^^ ^ C13 oibhche. 

.|7I^'T ioniifih(ii?i horn ^n ch)t&in ly lonmhtiui liciti A h-^U 
i^ire b'^p V e^ile bdoch^n bopb. 

.f^Aip5 rbp$i3e<^r <^ bhtnne 3hn^ch, <^ip bhume bhA qn^ 

no ch|u. 
iJ^Aip3 bo fit &che<^eh ^*x 5^^- 
^l^^ipS iphMlU^T i^ip A chAp^^ib. 
..M<^iP3 qt&3«^T ^ chi3he<^pTi<^ 
.M<^ip3 bo nf e<^3c$ip mhe^bhUbh. 
,M^'P3 l'&5e<^T ^ cho3Ap eidun, no ^pun pe be^n ti^orh^ 

co3<^p noch n^^ch 3^bh<^nn fcir, opAiche^T jbhi|- bo 

rhpi^p. 
J^nic Te<^pp<^ch cliub^ch *n& e^h cumuijce^^ck 
^nic^cu ni<^ll Ton<^ibhe. 
|Vli<^n miii^l^^cli^in boipche<^chc. 
fAi^n TP<^ibe rp<^bi<nc^chc. 
^'T bu<^ibhe<^pch<^ cednn if cU^on n<^ b^ilL 
M^r 5peu3<^ch An ph^cos m pioo^ A cTU^mh, 
fAA 'r ^n ]t6inih p^ip |1;$mh bi. 
f/l<^Y m^iuh le<^c <^ bheich buKn c<^ith ipu<^p <^3ut ceich. 
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though uoroofed, is entire. It consists of a hirge choir with an 
aisle : one side of the said aisle is a square cloister arcaded. 



(IRISH PROVBRBS.) 

^6i |t<^omh 50 re<^chc ^n ^cuir* 

^ bhpe<^ch<^n?i e<^5n<^ibhe nfi6h n^ch 6-cui5e<^rm. 

4^1 c<^|i 3<^ch bUb^ipe. 

4fi u<^irle<^chc sAn |?ubTi<^ilce; 

4]t bocbc 30 b]t&ichiiie. 

^1 r<^ibhbhip so^slSipt^eAlbhK&h. 

^ Tphuil cum^nn i m&ipbpe^ch. 

4^1 phuil bile<^chc 1 loc. 

^ Tphuil slSip <^chc 5l6ifi neimhe. 

4li 3n<^ch c|i<^nn fe$i3hce <^' y&t, 

^ 3n<^ch iTK^c^chc 3<^n iii<^i)t3. 

4^1 loiT3e<^nn Te<^n-ch<^c 6 y&ti. 

4^1 b^ile<^Tin cului3he(^ehc {(ilfie<^chc» 

^l^^mhuib 3|iinntollAchc bulcKfK^. 
Iff T*hml jio <^o|T<^ |ie ip$3hU^iTn C]iion<^cha(, 
^1 h-<^cbitui3hce<^ri 311^ <^n buibb-pne^^p. 
4^1 |:huil T<^oi 3<^n lochc. 
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irith a platform in the middle : this leadiB to several large rooms, 
oa^ <^ which' is said to have been a chapel, another a chapter- 



(iRISff PROVERBS.) 

^ewihiotiAmi do&hlAice^bh 3<^di n^e. 

^lop coib cinpe TW^ch )t<^ch^bh |:o|t):oi&he. 

^i^ ce<^nn muc i m^U. 

^ ion!iTuT3he<^nn 3<^ch ^ot\ ^n cAnAch. 

4ff "phuil jibh 3<^n Annf^bh. 

IjT "phuil |n^6hc<^ <^chc bume 6oik^ 

Olc 3r(Tbh olc bo chu 
Op lobhol ikQ t^niic^i3h, 
Olc <^TW^3h<^ibh nK^iche<^T<^. 
Olc pon n<^eh m<^ich b'<^oii. 
Onih^^n 6^ c6t e<^3nA i. 
Ochc Ti-Amh<^|ic ochc ccuimhne. 
Ocfw^chc i^bh <^n le^3h<^ibh. 

Ppe<^b x^^n mh^^ic ij- poc^ch. 

PiA3hlui3he^iin puyx^ch. 

Pobbuim <^ft c-pdi bhuf nie<^|*<^ poim <^i|t bu^ ble<^chc<^« 

\l(kn 3<^ch ^^(^fic <^ii iii3h ceApc. 

\l$X cupA yiM ^e^n |<ibh<^ch. 
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house, the third the refectory, besides a spacious apartment for 
the guardian of the house, with kitchen, cellars, &c. the whole 



(IRISH PROVBRBS.) 

]tK^3hAil ji^iji oi&e<^chAit« 

P<^ibipeAchc 3<^ii |n<^3li<^il. 

|l(in<^i6he ce^l3<^eh. 

jlich jtuTC^^ch jie y^tk^. 

]ti3h TnTo|:hc3hlATnch<^ if <^t<^1 c^jiinz^. 

ye<^ch<^iii clu<^ii<^i6he ly ceAl3<^i(te. 
Tfcl^ip 1 neimhm&h. 

y&pui3he<^fiii e<^3n<^cbc 3<^ch T<^ibhbhpe<^T. 
Y^^oijie 1 Kech<^ibh &iomh<^oine. 
yoi3hche<^ch p^lA^wh ^x ^^ cop^^nn. 
yppe<^3<^fin TPl^^^ b<^c<^i3h. 
y<^i6hbhpe<^t f'^P Tubh<^ilce. 
y<^|wCi3he<^nn cition<^chc lAi3he<^6h. 
YU^o&^nn qi^n cpu<^3h. 
Ypc^ibe^^n TK^e 3n<^ ob<^ifi U^ech. 
Yobhn<^ 6<^il 3|n<^nbh<^. 
YobhiK^ <^6hluic fluclu 
Y3&che^nii jfion inpinne. 
Yule 3<^n che6 fSMi neimhe. 

Z^ mi^ii|:ui3hil 3^bhKlc<^ch. 
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fonning a large pile of buildiag. There is a handsome gothic 
tower, seyenty feet high, between the choir and the aisle. 
Here are several tombs of ancient Irish families; as Mac 
Carthy Reaghs in the middle of the choir. West of it is an old 
broken monument of the (yCuUane$t (the sept from which 
our bard was descended,) and on th^ right hand, that of the 
Lords de Courcy. The O'DoooTans, O'Heas, and others. 



(IRISH PROVERBS.) 

Coittbhe<^]tc Y<^nn ly <^ip5 3<^iin. 

C^^ijinse 1 m-beo. 

C13 5aTnh|ie pop <^n p^^^Ut^^. 

C^ fo U^imh ^n Tnh<^ii3Ki|te. 

Cu<^)t ifA^ ve<^)tch<^iiiii bhi<^n. 

Cu^It 30)tcK 3<^ilin3 ^*x 3<^ilibhthioii. 

CionT3<^rK^iin cq* m^ich ciiioch mh^^ich. 

C13 3|iw^n ^ n-&i(^ibh n<^ ):e<^pch<^nn<^. 

Ci3' ionfich<^ii |te Y^3hlAim. 

Coil 3<^ch <^on jieip ni<^ji m. 

Cq* inh<^rch le<^di nA h-oibpe. 

CuiTle<^n y^^oich. 

Cor e<^3n^&h u<^mh<^n 6e, iff phuil e^^r\6. m^p 1, m<^tuh 

<^n 311^ bon i, e<^3U bi 31 <^ip ^ m-W. 
Cor^^ch coille 6i'x 6«pe wion^. 

UmhU^chc b* u^^ij-le^chc. 
ll<^bh(^p 3<^ii c<^ipbhe. 
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were interred here." — This minute detail may, perhaps, serve 
as a key to the beautiful description of these venerable ruins, 
contained in the present popular poem. 

The ecclesiastical and collegiate ruins, so thickly scattered 
over the surface of Ireland, remain appalling monuments of 
the ravages committed by the first protestant reformers. These 
prostrate temples of the living God seem to proclaim the once 
permissive but temporary reign and triumph of his eternal 
adversary.* *' The monastic institutions," says Coke, ** pro- 
vided alms for the poor, and education for the rich :*' but as 
soon as the numerous indigent adventurers, the Foiiolfi and 
PUtoU of £ngland, (whose descendants became titled iyrantt 
in Ireland,) obtained grants of those profaned foundations, 
then ** all that piety had planned," was at once over- 
turned. Hear their own confession on the subject, contained 
in a proclamation from the TiOrd deputy and Privy Council of 
Ireland, on 4th March,>1584; which, for the benefit of modem 
reformers, is here transcribed out of the original Iriih Privy 
Council Book of that period.!- It needs no comment Truly 



* " Our monasteries have long since perished, nor have we any footsteps left 
of the piety of our ancestors, besides the tattered walls and deplorable ruins. 
We see, ^as I we see the most august churches and stupendous monuments 
dedicated to the eternal God, than which nothmg can be now more defaced, 
under the specions pretence of superstition, most filthily defiled and expecting 
utter destruction. Horses are stabled at the altar of Christ, and the relics of 
martyrs are dug up." — Maraham, in his preface to Stevens's additional volumes 
of the Monatlieon Anglieanum, ^ 

How different this fiom the prejudiced descriptions given by a clergyman 
of the bigotted old orange school in Ireland, Doctor Ledwich, in all his 
writings, but particularly in his superficial prefaces to ArehdaWi Monat- 
ticon and Grose*t Antiquities of Ireland. An iugenious friend, to whom I have 
lent some little assistance towards an intended enlarged edition of Archdall's 
Monasticon, will, I hope, remember the advice which I have ventured to ofler 
him on this point. 

"f" " Jo Perrott. — Whereas it appeareth unto us, that churcket and e/^oun- 
ceUf, for the most part, within this realm, are not only decayed, ruinaied, and 
broken down, to the great hindrance of Godde's divine service, whereby the 
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and pathetically has our bard exclaimed, in his address to the 
venerable ruins at Timoleague — 

Oh ! justice in the struggle where wert ihou. 

Thy foes have lefi this scene ehang'd as we see it now. 

The Mourner's Soliloquy at Timoleague Abbey, is one of 
the finest modern poems in the Irish language. The author 
John Collins, or O'CuUane, was a man of considerable poetic 
genius; and, with John Mac Donnell, deserves to stand at the 
head of the bards of the last century. He was a native 
of the county of Cork, born about the year 1754, and 
descended from an ancient Irish sept, the O'CuUanes, who 
were formerly lords of the town of Castlelyons, * and the sur- 
rounding territory, in that county. Stript of all their posses- 
sions, his tribe and family, like most of the plundered Irish, 
dwindled into peasants, and literally became the slaves of tiie 
Act of Settlement Men, than whom a more ruthless band of 
privileged usurpers were never, at any one time, assembled oa 
the face of the earth, not even in Spanish America. Our bard 
having evinced an early disposition for learning, his education 
was carefully attended to by his parents. They wished him to 
embrace a clerical life, with a view to which, he made const- 



people are for the most parte, and in most places, lefte wikout tiutruction, to 
koowe their dutie to God and their prince ; but also we fynde that fre-scholes, 
which are to be mayntained and kept for the edacation and bringing up of 
youth in good literature, are now, for the most parte, not kepte or mayntayned ^ 
and brydges also, in moste partes ruinated and fallen down, for refonnation 
whereof," (they were fond of the word,) commissioners were appointed, " to 
make emquvry into tki same J" The result of this " enquiry," we may conclude, 
was somewhat similar to those of most of our modem parliamentary eommimiams 
of inq[uiry.— It shews, however, that the reformation *' worked well/' at its 
commencement. 

* Boyle, first earl of Cork, (sm p. 165 ante,) in his last will, left the 
suppressed monastery of Castlelyons, to his daughter, Bariymore, " lo buy 
her gloves and pins !" 
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derable progfess in the clasttcs ; but their untoward circum- 
BtanceSy or, perhaps, his own inclinations, prevented the fulfil- 
ment of Uieir wishes. Young CoUins, in process of time, took 
a wife» and. soon became the father of a family. He devoted 
himself to the instFnction of youth, and was much respected in 
his native country, where he died at Skibbereen, in the year 
1816, at the age of 04. years. Several beautiful pieces of 
poetry, composed in hiff native language, (for I do not find that 
he ever attempted EngHih, although he spoke and wrote it with 
fluency and ease,*) are to be met with in Munster, where they 
are dipservedly held in high estimation. His Soliloquy in the 
Abbey of Timoleague is considered as one of his best produc- 
tions, and has therefore been selected for the present publica- 
tion; but a bQ|Ye is entertained, that some patriotic Irish 
scholar of Munster, may collect and publish the remaining 
pieces of this ingenious poet. 



ELEGY ON TUE DEATH OF OLIVER GRACE. 

1 This affecting elegy was composed on the death of Oliver 
Grace, the youthful heir of the ancient baronial house of 
Courtstown, in the county of Kilkenny, which took place in 
the year 1604. 



* Many Irishmen of poetical abilities have failed most miserably in their 
attempts to shine as poets in English, a language, which they did not sufficiently 
undertand. These men would have attained to a respectable rank amongst our 
national bards, had they confined themselves to their native tongue, with which 
they were thoroughly acquainted. One of them I have known. His mother 
tongue was the first he learned ; and in it he spoke through life, with fluency 
and elegance. In it also he was accustomed to think, and his essays in 
English rhyme were but indifierent versions of his Irish thoughts. The struc- 
ture of his stanzas and couplets closely resembled that of our bards, but his 
English verse is too mean for criticism. 
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' Jolin Mac Walter Walsh, the author, was son of Walter 
Walsh (Brenach) chief of the sept of '' WaUk of the MmmtaimM/* 
10 that county ; and nearly related to the distinguished family 
whose loss he has so pathetically mourned.* Bb name, and 
poetical remains after a lapse of more than two centuries are 
yet familiar among the natives of that district; and if the rare 
qualifications of mind and person attributed to him by popular 
tradition, be not greatly exaggerated, John Mac Walter would 
not suffer much if put in comparison even with the admirable 
Ckrichtfm. But traditionary tales must be cautiously received. 
In one respect, namely, as a poet, there is unerring proof of his 
having, perhaps, excelled the celebrated Scotchman. Tbe 
present elegy, and several other fine compositions, yet remain- 
ing, entitle him to a distinguished place among our national 
bards. As these specimens of his genius principally depend 
on the memory of the inhabitants of the '' Walsh Mountains," 
for their preservation, it would be highly creditable to the de- 
scendants of that ancient sept, to have tliem collected and pub- 
lished, as a tribute to the memory of so talented an indi- 
vidual of their name and family. 

* C<^ dins tM wK^fibh le\x ^r\ n-s^oTch. 
** The sound of death U on the gale** 
In this line, the bard appears to have used the term, clin5y 
which is foreign to our language, in place of the word cpeibhil^ 



* Pride of ancestry was not uncommoa amongst our minstrels. The late 
Arthur O'Neill, a northern harper, always expected and received an eztraordr- 
•nary degree of attention, on account of the antiqnity and respectability of his 
tribe. He generally sat at table with the gentlemen, whose houses he Tistted ; 

and once at a public dinner in Bi'lfast, where Lord presided, his lordship 

made a kind of apology to O'Neill, and expressed regret at his being seated so 
low at the festive board. ** Oh ! my Lord," answered the harper, " apology 
is quite unnecessary, for wherever an O'Neill -sits, there is the head of the 
Uble." His lordship had the good sense not to appear offended, and the claim 
of the MiUsian was not controverted. 
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which the sense and metre evidently required. The elegant 
effect, however, which this exercise of poetic licence has on 
the entire passage, will be immediately felt by the Irish reader* 
The whole stanza calls to mind the following, in Mickle's fine 
English ballad, of Gumner-Halle — 

" The death-belle thrice was heard to ring. 

An aerial voice was hearde to calle, 
And thrice the raven flappM its wing, 

Arounde the towers of Gumner-Halle." 

^ Courtown, rectius Conrtstown, the ancient scat of the 
Orace family, in the county of Kilkenny, 



ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF JOHN CLARACH 
MAC DONNELL. 

^ Some short notices of this favorite Irish poet, will be found 
at p. 140 of this volume. Here one of the many elegies com- 
posed after his death, by his cotemporary bards, is laid before 
the reader. 

John Toomy, the author of the present lines, is known among 
his countr3rmen as an ingenious poet. He was bom in 1706, at 
Croome, in the county of Limerick. His parents being poor, 
were unable to afford him any education, beyond what little 
he could glean at such of the Cimmerian seminaries of the 
period, commonly called ** H edge-Schools," as happened to 
escape the vigilance of the Popish-school hunters under the 
penal laws. Here, under cover of tlie bogs of his native county, 
young Toomey contrived to acquire a tolerable knowledge of 
the Greek and Latin classics; and he soon became known 
among his companions, as the author of several poems and 
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songs, in his native iangnage, wMch gave promise of futare 
excellence. These JaTeaile produetidns shtm, diat he was, 
even at that eariy period, as nnieh indebted for the cultivation 
of his iniad to the stndy cC 4he great book of nature, as to the 
flying lectures of the poor baiB^footed professors of Irish and 
classic literature. Having married early, our bard soon found 
himself inv<dved in domestic cares, and as the tuneful pro* 
fession had become rather a precarious mode of providing for 
the wants of a growing family, he - wa» induced by the sage 
advice of some brother poets to open a bouse of public ** enter- 
tainment,'' in Limerick, where he exhibited a sign^board, noti- 
fying, in Irbh, his new occupation oiBiaiagh, and humorously 
inviting all " oofi-pay'' customers, to partake of hb cheer and 
hospitality. Like Taylor, the English water-poet, he was one 
of the very few followers of the muses, who have succeeded in 
that line of trade. His house, for many years, was the favorite 
resort of the bards and wits of Munster ; and under that plain 
but festive roof, there frequently assembled as many men of 
learning and genius, as more vaunted and favored societies 
then, or since, at any one time, have been able to boast of. 
John Toomey is remembered by many old persons still living in 
Limerick, who speak of him as a worthy man, and, in hb sta- 
tion, a respectable citizen. He died on 1st Sept. 1775, and 
his remains were borne to the grave-yard of Croome, by a few 
surviving bards. His poetry is held in high estimation by hb 
countrymen, particularly in hb native province. 

3 " on Maiff'B green banhT— 



A river in the county of Umerick. 



Clare'i Ulustrwus bard.'' 



John Mac Donnell was surnamed Clarach, as before ob- 
served, p. 140, from the place of hb birth near Charleville, in 
the county of Cork. 
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ELLEN HARTNAN, 

A MONODY. 

This poem was composed by Patrick Comior, a Kerry bard, 
on the death of his wife, Ellen Hurttum. Of him 1 could learn 
no more, than that he liyed in the last century ; and^ for 
many years, successfully taught Greek and Latin, through the 
medium of the Irish language, to the mountain youth, among 
his native hills of Kerry. Some of his productions, which 
1 have seen, show him to have been a man of cultivated mind, 
and of poetical talents. 



EDMOND WALSH, 

A PASTORAL D1R6B. 

These verses contiun the lamentation of a betrothed maiden, 
for the beloved object of her affections, who was accidentally 
drowned in the river Shannon. It is inserted as a specimen of 
the extemporaneous elegy of the Irish. 

1 '' In DvmliCb depth thy dweUtng-place ii found.'' 
5u|t V^ ^n bev^rdn (ib, &c. The Dman, or Daynan, is a 
river near Callan, in the county of Kilkenny. This passage I 
suspect to have been corrupted, and that it should be read 
5u]t b"i ^n c-pMin^n \ib, &c. In Shannon's depth, &c. — 
In the line immediately preceding, there occurs 'p'^^^bh bKn 
Ti^ ccu^ch, Slieve-bawn of Cuckoos, a mountain in the 
county of Mayo ; and in the last line, the deceased is called " the 
topmost branch of Slieve-bawn's side." Mention is also made 
' of Lough-ree, the broadest part of the Shannon, from its source 
to the sea. Interpolations like the above, have often been 
attempted, in order to found local claims to favorite songs or 
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pieces of poetry, but seldom so effectually as to escape 

detection. 

There are in this little poem, like most of our old simple 
ballads, some inexpressibly tender passages, which often de- 
pend on a single word or expression; and are of too delicate a 
texture to be transferred to another language. The poetry and 
music of our old bards and minstrels seldom fail to engage the 
finest feelings of the human heart. Many an instance might 
be given of effects produced by them on our countrymen, simi- 
lar to those of the celebrated Rans-des-vackes, on the natives 
of Switzerland, when heard in a foreign clime. According to 
Rousseau, the music does not, in this instance, act as snch, 
but as a sign which recalls past images by association. That 
this observation may be extended to poetry, has been proved 
by a circumstance which lately occurred in Dublin. — A youth 
from the romantic scenery of the Curlew mountains in Ros- 
common, recenUy brought to that city, and placed at business, 
having accidentally heard, among other verses of an Irish pas- 
toral poem, the following simple lines — 

l6n& ce8lc<^ uile n^ c|tuinTie, 
*y 1^6 <^3 Tinim ^nn mo chlu^i-<^ibh, 
bubh bhiPTie liom-T^ 3&mne<^ch 
^^ rn-hi 6j\x ^' m-bu^ili6h I 

Every feeling of his soul became, as it were, suddenly 
awakened. His imagination carried him back to the rural 
objects with which he had been familiar from infancy. His 
eyes filled with tears, and, unable any longer to sway his sen- 
sations, he involuntarily wandered forward in the direction of 
home, in order once more to enjoy the beloved scenes from 
which he had been so cruelly torn. All night he pursued his 
journey. The following day he was overtaken by his friends, 
who used every entreaty to induce him to return, but their 
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endeavours proved fruitless. At length he reached his native 
spot, and from it he could never since be prevailed on to 
separate. Similar instances have been related of the effects of 
some of our old mountain melodies. 



THE LADY IVEAGH, 

AN ODE. 

Margaret Bourke, eldest daughter of William, Earl of 
Clanricarde, first married to Brian Magennis, Viscount Iveagh; 
and secondly to the Hon. Col. Thomas Butler of Kiicash, 
county Kilkenny, where she died 19th July, 1744. She 
was a lady of great personal charms, and a bright example of 
every female virtue. Her piety, charity, and universal bene- 
volence, are eloquently described in the funeral sermon, 
preached after her death, by the Rev. Richard Hogan, and 
printed in Kilkenny. The ode here presented to the reader 
was composed, in her lifetime, by a grateful student of the 
name of Lane, whom this excellent woman had educated, at 
her own expense, for the priesthood. It is more remarkable 
for purity of language and elegance of expression than for any 
of the higher attributes of poetry. 

' Here the author submits his verses to the judgment of his 
telented friend, John Clarach Mac Donnell, whose poetical 
supremacy was acknowledged by all the Munster bards of that 
period. This passage shews the high estimation in which that 
excellent genius was held by his contemporaries. 
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ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF DENIS MAC 
CARTHY- 

1 This lamented member ef the Mac Carthy family, is de- 
scribed in a carious manuscript quoted by Mr. Brewer, as a 
** gentleman who retained mnch of the dignity appertaining to 
the ancient Irish chief. His name was Mae Cartky^ and he 
was, in the language of our MS., titular King of Miinster. 
He was descended from JIfac Carthy More, king or prince of 
this province, and held in his possession the crown, sceptre, 
and other regalia appertaining to his antient dignity and family. 
He possessed also a cup, said to be from the craniam of an 
ancestor of Briean Bciraimh, whom the Mac Carthys had slam 
in battle." Vol. ii. 449. The yenerable Charles O'Conor 
describes this great Irish 9ept, as *' the most eminent by far 
of all the noble families of the south, and sovereigns of all that 
part of Ireland, including the greatest part of the county of Cork. 
Even when we were broken down by our own divbions, rather 
than the power of our enemies, the chief of this gallant family 
retired into the mountains, where he maintained his hospitable 
independence, and the religion of his ancestors, in a manner 
which reflected back the honors he had received from them, 
and glad am I to hear that several respectable branches of the 
family still support a manly independence, after the wreck of 
almost all that was dear tp us both at home and abroad. I am 
really anxious for a good Itccount of the celebrated Florence 
Mae Carthy*, who assumed the title of More, by the unanimous 



* Is this he was 4isaj^ioiiile4. The fbllewing table, carefolly compiM bf 
the writer from oiigiotl docaiaeBU, may, he thiaks, be depended oa.-->The 
two great heads of this princely family in the reign of Elizabeth were — 1. Donyl 
Mac Carthy More rea^h of Desmond, created Earl of Clancarre.—- 2. Mac 
Carthy reagh of Carberry, both cousins, and descended from brothers. The 
earl had one daughter, Ellen- Anne, his only child. Her (in despite of secretary 
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saffragGs of Tyrone, the clergy, and the people, and was kept 
prisoner eleven years in the tower of London, after which he 



WdlsiHgham) he gave in marriage to his kinsman Florence, the eldest son of 
Mac Carthy reagh of Carberry. This Florence afterwards became sole head of 
both houses, and is the person above alluded to by Mr. O'Conor. I have been 
favored with a carious original paper, (now in the possession of Mr. Herbert 
of Mucruss) indorsed '* Florence Mac Carthy More's statement of his trans- 
actions with the Browns/' which would be indispensible towards furnishing the 
information wished for by Mr. O'Conor. Florence had two sona, Daniel and 
Florence. The first married Sarah, daughter of the earl, and sister to the Mar- ^ 
quess of Antrim. By her he had two sons, Florence and Chwrlee, The first 
of these married Elinor, daughter of John Fitzgerald, Knight of Kerry, and 
died without issue. His brother Charles married Honora, daughter of Lord 
Brittas, and had a son Floren^, who died early in the leign of Geo* II. This 
Fbrence married Mary, daughter of Charles Mac Carthy of Cloghroe, and was 
father of Remdle, (the first of the line who became a protestant) who married 
Agnes, eldest daughter of Edward Herbert of Mucruss, by Frances, youngest 
daughter of Nicholas the second, and sister to Valentine the third. Lord Ken- 
more. Their son was Ckarlee Mac Carthy More, who was an ofiicer in the 
guards, and enjoyed but a small part of the great possessions of his ancestors. 
He died in 1770, without issue, and in him ended the direct eldest line of the 
family. His estates, about the lakes of Killarney, became vested in his cousin 
HerberU— The reader will now please to return to Florence the second son of 
the first mentioned Florence, and the Lady Ellen -Anne his mfe. He married 
Mary, daughter of The C/ Donovan^ by whom he had Deme, who obtained a 
grant of the lands of Castlelough, in the reign of Charles II. from his cousin 
Florence, son of Daniel Mac Carthy More and Sarah Mac Donnell. This 
Denis married Margaret Finch, an Englidi lady of distinction, and by her had 
two sons, Florence and Jndin. The first followed James II. to France, and 
was father of Charles (living in 1764 and in the French service), and of seve- 
ral other children, among whom the head of the family is now to be traced. 
Juttin, the second son of Denis, remained at Castlelough. He married Esther, 
daughter of Colonel Maurice Hussey of Cahimane, and, by her, was father of 
Handle; who, shortly after the accession of Geo. II. sold Castlelough to 
Colonel WUHam Crosbie. This Randle had several sons, who were bred to 
low tradee, and were uneducated paupers, some of whom are still living.— i9ic 
iraneit gloria MtndL 

The following ailbcting incident is taken from an interesting work, recently 
published. — " A considerable part of the Mac Carthy estates, in the county of 
Coric, was held by Mr. S. about the middle of the last century. Walking one 
evening in his demesne he observed a figure, apparently asleep, at the foot of 
an aged tree, and approaching the spot, found an old man extended on the 

Dd2 
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escaped and joined in the Tyrone war.. Mac Cartby More, 
Reagh of Desmond, had a right by an old custom and estar 
blished rules, to call upon O'Donaghoe of Ross, O'Donaghoe 
of Glanflesk, Mac Donagh of Duhollow, O'Rief of Drum- 
tariff, Mac Awley of Clan-Awley, O'Callaghan of Cloon- 
meene, O'Sullivan More, O'Sullivan Bear, Mac Gillicuddy, 
and others, to attend him in the field ; and furnish 60 horse 
and 1500 foot, to be at the call of the Earls of Desmond. 
Mac Carthy Reagh of Carberry's followers, were the O'Dris- 
cols of Baltimore, Barry Oge Roe, Barry Oge-Oge, O'Mahon. 
O'Donovan, O'Crowly, O'Mulrian, and Mac Patrick ; he was 
subject, in like manner, to the call of the Earls of Desmond — 
he could raise 60 horsemen, and 300 infantry. There was a 
spirit of rivalship among those ancient families, which excited 
among them great enthusiasm on the day of battle, and no 
power the English could send against them, could have availed, 
if they had not been fatally split into different factions." — 
(yConw's 3Iem<nrs, — Mr. O'Conor wished for a history of die 
ancient families of the south of Ireland, but in that he was 
disappointed. Such an undertaking, however, if properly 



ground, whose audible sobs proclaimed the severest affliction. Mr. S. inquired 
the cause, and was answered--' Forgive me Sir, my grief is idle, but to mourn 
is a relief to the desolate heart and humbled spirit. I am a Mac Carthy, once 
the possessor of that castle, now in ruins, and of this ground ;— this tree was 
planted by my own bands, and 1 have returned to water its roots with my tean. 
To-morrow I sail for Spain, where I have long been an exile, and an outlaw 
since the revolution. I am an old man, and to-night, probably for the last 
time, bid farewell to the place of my birth and the house of my forefathers.' " — 
Crqftou Croker*8 Reaearchet, p. 305.— This unhappy descendant of the royal 
house of Mac Carthy More was probably Florence, the son of Denis, who 
followed James II. to France in 1691. — It must here be observed that the 
Mac Carthys of Muakerry, descended from Cormacoge, and resident at Biamey 
and Macnmp castles, were from a qioor branch of the great stock. The laat 
male descendant of this line. Lord Clancarty, died an exile in France, about 
1748. His two sisters and co-heiresses, married, one. Lord Delaware, and the 
other, Richard Trench ! whose descendants pride themselves not a little, oa 
their distant relationship to the great but fallen Irish family. 
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executed and extended to the (yNeih of the North, the Mac 
Carthyn of the South, O'Qmorg of Conaught, and G*Byme8^ 
O'Tooies, and O^Kawtnaghs, of Leinster, since the time of 
Henry II. might be made a work of national interest, and 
serve to throw open mines of historical information as yet 
unexplored. That the world knows comparatively nothing of 
the particulars of the mere Irish, during the period alluded to, 
is but too true. The Compilations, called " Histories" of 
this country, are little more than the sanguinary annals of the 
butchers of the pale, generally penned by bigotted or ignorant 
writers, the enemies of the ancient natives and their religion. 
For proof of this, let the reader turn to the work of Leland, 
by many considered the best of its class. There are, I know 
some exceptions, such as Plowden, and a few others, but as 
yet no Las Casas has arisen to do justice to the Irish. This, 
however, is wandering from the subject, to which, with the 
reader's leave, I now return. 

The present elegy was composed by Timothy O 'Sullivan, 
better known by the name of C<^bb3 5<^obhl<^ch, Thaddeut 
mbemiciu, a principal bard of the last century, in the early 
part of which he was born. He was a native of Munster, and 
received a good education, from which, in the latter period of 
his life, he derived his principal means of support, as a teacher. 
Bom a poet, he "lisped in numbers;" and the numerous 
poems, consisting of Odes, Elegies, Epistles, Songs, Pastorals, 
8fc. which he has left, all bear the stamp of poetic genius, 
and shew him to have been eminently skilled in the beauties 
of his native language. It is to be regretted, that his muse 
sometimes indulged in sallies injurious to morality; but for 
this he endeavored to atone by an ineffectual effort to recal the 
offensive articles. He proved the sincerity of his sorrow, by 
abandoning his former follies and pleasures; and sought for 
real pleasure where only it can be found, in the consolations of 
Religion. For many years before his death, he devoted his 
talents to the composition of sacred poems and hymns, in 
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Irish ; of which a coUeciion was published in limerick, under 
the title of '' A Spiritual Miscellany." He died an exemplaiy 
penitent, and at an advanced age, on the 5th April, 179& 
In some editions of the little publication alluded to, will 
be found a short account of his life and writings. 

O'Sullivan was a man of wit, but, like OiTttf, he too often 
suffered it to rule without restraint. In compound epithete he 
indulged to redundancy, and in this particular he was imitated 
by minor bards of less judgment, who thus introduced a species 
of turgid composition, far inferior to the simj^e but nerroaa 
style of our ancient writers. The following lines, merely descrip- 
tive of the hair of a beautiful female, from one of our author's 
poems, may suffice as a specimen :— 

Ik^ 5le<^nn^fnli<^p, &]ieiTn[te^ch,n^^mh p^ch^ fp^^tnTe^^h, 
71 c<^pnn-iph^lc chU^onA *tw^ TlAobAibh ^3 pTi«^6h, 
50 b<^ch^ll^ch, p^upU^ch^ 30 p^ulc^ch^ 30 TOilli"e<^ch, 
5» c<^m^pT^ch, cp^obh^ch, 30 n^mhbh^ 30 h-^oibhinn, 
7I3 T!«^cA6h, 'r^3 |nlle<^bh, ^^3 plle^h *tm^ beoish, 
50 h^k^ibb, 30 qioi3hchibh, 'y 30 h-tmioll <^ti i^he^ip, 
4JA TVi-be<^pc^ibh^ n^iTidchAibh m^p chpioYcM d cclSbh^ 
5o yVkm^ch <^3 c<^T<^bh 30 h-tim^p^ch, $p6h^ 
^^^ n-bu^U^tb 3^ c<^l^nih 30 h-nne^llAch oinp^ch. 

In these verses, the art of the poet and the richness of the 
language, may find admirers ; but, for my part, I cannot avoid 
classing them among those examples of false wit, which ought 
not to be imitated. Here I must notice another reprehensible 
species of composition, consisting in a play or repetition of one 
or more words, sometimes met with in the productions of 
modem bards. The ensuing stanza of this class disfigures 
one of our (otherwise) sweetest amatory effusions, entitled, 
|s/l<^ip6 yhulcmh^^p Yheiml) — Cheerful gentle Mary. — 
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^l f/h^Tfie ir td mo shpJtbh, ^'t OT^Mi mo chit<fi6he 60 

5p^bh chuipi^ibh 30 bluich f^o\ chpS m€ ; 
5p^bh 3^11 yul le T<^e3h<^l, 3nAbh 3^11 cnurh le Tpp^ibh. 

5li^bb b'T^^3 w6 c|t^ibhre ^ n-b<^e[ibhiioib, 
5lt^ih mo 3hp^bh chA|t mhn&ibh, ^*t A Tli<^n™b<^il T"^ ^^ 

1|" ^n^nu^bh i le i!^3h^il A3 A^n |:he<^p. 

Here the word SP^Mi, love, occurs no less than thirteen 
times in eight lines, a repetition which doubtless the poet 
esteemed as a beauty, but which others might consider as some- 
what on a par with the following whimsical French stanza : — 

** Quand un cordier, cordant, yeut corder une corde. 
Pour sa corde corder, trois cordons il accorde ; 
Mais si un des cordons de la corde decorde, 
Le cordon decordant fait decorder la corde." 

Thus pleasantly versified by the celebrated English linguist. 
Doctor Wallis:— 

'< When a twister a twisting will twist him a twist. 
For twisting his twist he three twines doth entwist. 
But if one of the twines of the twist do untwist, 
The twine that untwistheth untwistheth the twist." 

To conclude, the elegy on the death of Denis Mac Carthy, 
is written in a species of verse anciently called Con<^chlonn, 
but in more modern ttme« &&n-i*lAbhfU^^ Hnked verse, because 
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eyery stanza must begin with the same word, that ends the 
preceding one ; and the poem itself must conclude with the 
same word^ with which it begins. This was invented to pre- 
vent interpolation ; but it also shews whether the composition 
be perfect or not — See 0*Brie»j Dud» in voce CcmaekkmM^ — 
The translation imitates the original. 



ODE TO THE MILESIANS. 

TlaKoi WOT liaav aXici/iOi McXiiacoi.* 

This ode, though addressed generally to the MUesiang, was 
particularly intended for the 5<^bh<^il]lA5hn<^ill, the O'Bynue 
of Ranelagh, in the county of Wicklow. It is preserved in the 
*' Book of O'Byme/' among other spirited poems, addreased 
to the celebrated Feagh Mac Hugh, the heroic and chivalrous 
chieftain of that once powerful sept. This extraordinary man, 
who proved so terrible a scourge to the English settlers during 
the reign of Elizabeth, fell in battle against his hereditary foes, 
commanded by the Lord deputy Russell, in 1508. With him 
ended the dangerous power of those mountain warriors, which, 
for many centuries, hung over the settlers of the pale, not un- 
frequently carrying death and devastation to the very walls of 



* This oracalar recuse from Arifttopfaanes' Plutus wasvereified, id imitation 
of a peculiar jiogle in some Irish rhymes, by a Kerry schoolmaster, who cer- 
tainly was better acquainted with Greek than with English, as follows : — 

** In fonner days, tlie O's and Macs, 
Were famed for treating foes to whacks ; 
But now, the sturdy Macs and O's, 
Are famed for bearing whacks from foes.'' 

Whackt, Anglice Thwacks, ^-Our translator has, however, added significantly 
enough fiom Virgil :— 

Quondam etiam victit redit pracordia wrtus. 
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the captital. The conquerors retaliated severely on the fallen 
clan. Its ancient possessions were conferred on the Brabazons, 
Wingfields, and other new English families, wliose posterity 
are now numbered among the nobles of the land, while the 
descendants of the (XBymei, with a few solitary exceptions, 
are reduced to the lowest ranks of society.^ 

^ Angus O'Daly, the author of the present ode, was one of 
the household of Feagh Mac Hugh, and every way worthy of 
that dauntless hero and his eagle bands. It may remind the 
reader of more than one of the odes of Grey ; and even lead 
him to conclude, that if that noble English genius had been 
supplied with' literal prose versions of the reliques of some of 
our bards, he would have consigned them to the same immor- 
tality in his deathless strains, that he did the ancient Welch 
poems, which, fortunately for the Cambrian bards, he found 
in '^Evans's Specimens" of their remains. But even this 
humble advantage did not await the Irish. I cannot, while on 
this point, avoid expressing regret, that O* Conor , D'HaUoran, 
or Valiancey, had not turned their thoughts in this way. 
That, by doing so, they would have signally benefitted our 
ancient literature, there can be no doubt; though, perhaps, not 
their own fame as original writers. It may be said, that the 
drudgery of literal translation was beneath their talents, but 
surely nothing can be beneath the talents of any man, however 
exalted, that can tend, even in a remote degree, to promote 
the honor of his native country. 

Here the writer has to regret, his having been disappointed 
in his intention of including, in this collection, a fine ode 



* Since the days of penecvtion have passed away, it has become customary 
with wealthy and aspiring individuals among us, (Afq;orum primui quitquisjuit,) 
to boast of their descent from our ancient fallen families, though often with no 
other-right, than that which the Herald's fee can confer. 
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addressed to Hmgh Rwadh O'D&nneU, in 1696, hj'fine of hit 
bards. Independently of its poetic merits, it nught, with, ibe 
other poems in this volame, serre to shew the injustice of 
Speiutr^g indiscriminate censure of the Irish baids. The 
English poet's osserttofis have been carefully copied by suc- 
ceeding writers ; but his copyists ought to have reflected, that 
Spenser, though an able, was a prejudiced man ; that he was 
ignorant of the language of our bards ; and formed his judg- 
ment from versions which must haye been made for him, by 
some sycophantic or renegade Irishman, who knew what would 
please the feelings of his employer. We know that even the 
Turks hesitate before they form their opinions of the Christiana 
from the reports of a renegade. Yet an ingenious modem 
writer scruples not, on such authority, to assert that the pane- 
gyrics of the Irish bards were little better than aTowed incen- 
tives to wrong and robbery, and that such maxims as^ *' Valor is 
justice," <&c. were openly gloried in by them. Now I have 
read several of these poems, and have not met with one that 
answers-this description : But how will the reader be surprised 
to hear, that the writer alluded to, perhaps, never saw one of 
the compositions which he has so minutely described ; yet such 
has been the invariable mode of treating every subject relating 
to Ireland. — Vte vidis. 



ODE TO BRIAN NA MURTHA O'ROURKE. 

1 This distinguished chieftain (sumamed na Murtha, i. e. '* of 
the bulwarks,'') was one of the most powerful and determined 
opponents of the English, during the reign of Elizabeth. His 
life was a continued scene of warfare, but he was finally obliged 
to fly for shelter to James the V I. of Scotland. That mean- 
spirited prince, though he secretly fomented the troubles 
in Ireland, basely delivered up the unhappy exile to the 



NOTES. 427 

vengeance of his enemies, and sent him a close prisoner to the 
murderess of his own mother^ shortly after Mary's decapitation. 
On this occasion it is said that the '' virgin queen/' stmck with 
the noble deportment and manly beauty of her captive, had 
apartments assigned to him in her own palace, and intimated 
to her council that she wished, herself, privately to examine 
him, as to the afiairs of Ireland. The particulars of their inter- 
course, as handed down by tradition, may be partly secA in 
Walker's Memoirs of the Irish Bards. After some time, the 
royal inquisitor, aware that ** dead men tell no tales," trans- 
ferred her victim to the care of the law. This occurred in 
1592. The following account of his trial and death, is taken 
from an unpublished manuscript history of Ireland, page 462, 
written about 163G, and preserved in the library of the Royal 
Irish Academy, Dublin. — ^' Bryan O'Rourke, the Irish poten- 
tate, being thus, by the King of Scotts, sent into Engand, was 
arraigned in Westminster - hall, his indictments were, that 
he had stirred up Allexander Mac Connell and others to 
rebell ; had scornfully dragged the Queen's picture att a horse- 
taill and disgracefulfy cut the same in pieces, giving the 
Spaniards entertainment against a proclamation ; fier'd many 
houses, &c. This being told him by an interpreter, (for he 
understood noe English,) he said he would not submitt himself 
to a tryall of twelve men, nor make answer, except the Queen 
satt in periom to judge him." (This latter passage seems to 
corroborate the traditional story refated by Walker.^ ** The 
lord chief justice made answer againe, by an interpreter, that 
whether he would submitt himself or not to a tryall by a jury 
of twelve, he should be judged by law, according to the par- 
ticulars alledjed against him. Whereto he reply'd nothing, 
but * if it tmut be soe, let it be toe,^ Being condemned to dye, 
he was shortly after carried unto Tyburne, to be executed as a 
traitor, whereat he teemed to be nothing moved, teoming the 
archbishop of Gaishill, (Miler Magrath,) who was there to 
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counsill htm for his soule's health, because he had broken his 
yow, from a Franciscan turning Protestant.**— Oriff. MS. 

The Londoners exulted at his death. Even ** the brightest, 
meanest of mankind/' Bacon, for a moment forgot his bribes 
and philosophy, to be witty on the occasion. ** He (O'Roarke) 
gravely petitioned the queen, that he might be hanged with a 
gad or wiihe after his own country fashion, which doubikss was 
readily granted him." — Bacon's Euays. But the world has 
now to decide which of the two men, the brave but betrayed 
Irishman, or the corrupt and bribed judge, most deserved the 
gad. This petition, however, if any such was ever sent, shews 
that O'Rourke relied on the queen, and that his real object was 
to apprise her of his condemnation. Sir Richard Cox, in his 
virulent '' History," inserts another anecdote, from PkiHp 
O'Stdlwan^ worth relating.— <' Being asked why he did not 
bow his knee to the queen, he answered, that he was not used 
to bow. ' How, not to images V says an English lord. 'Aye/ 
says O'Roark, * but there is a great deal of difference between 
your queen and the images of the Saints.* " — His head was 
placed on a spike, on the tower which formerly stood on London 
Bridge, and was one of the ** Reorum laesac majestatis capita,'* 
of which Hentzner says, he reckoned thirty in 1598, ** Ultra 
triginta nos horum numeravimus.'* — Itin. 115. 

Such was the fate of the gallant O'Rourke, Prince of 
Breifney. For particulars, concerning his private virtues and 
public character, the reader is referred to the poem here trans- 
lated; which is classed by Irish scholars among the best 
specimens of the ancient style of composition, in our language. 

John, son of Toma, O^Mulconry of ArdchoUl in Thomond, 
QX\ib Oll^mh, or laureat of Ireland, composed this ode, when 
Brian na Murtha was saluted chief of his sept, on the death 
of hb brother Hugh, in 1566. It is one of the panegyrical 
poems of the Irish bards, and, as may be seen, does not con- 
tain any of the censurable passages attributed to these compo- 
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sions by Spenser. It is written in the Bearla Feme, or Pto- 
niciqn dialect of the Irish, which the poet tells us he used, be- 
cause the be<^|tU^ |tti]T<^ch, or Plebeian dialect, was unworthy 
of his hero. — See theffih stanza, — The family of O'Mulconry 
is distinguished in the annals of Irish literature, as haying 
produced several eminent writers. 

The gloss, without which this poem could not be well 
understood, was added by Thaddem Ruddy, or O^Rody, of 
Grossfield, in the county of Leitrim, Esq. ' an excellent 
scholar, well skilled in the Greek and Latin languages, and 
intimately acquainted with the language, history, and antiqui- 
ties of his native country*" — IVaiM. Ibem. Celt. Society , 
Dublin. He was born near the source of the Shannon, in 
that county, in 1623 ; and ** was the intimate friend of 
O'Flaherty, author of the Ogygia, and also the friend and cor- 
respondent of Sir Richard Cox, (Lord Chancellor) and author 
of the ^ History' of Ireland. He patronised learning and 
men of science* and to him the poets of his day devoted many 
of their best compositions." — Id. — He was, himself, a pleasing 
poet, and his gloss to the present ode, ** compiled," says my 
MS., '' with great labour and industry, from several old 
authors," shews him to have been well versed in the ancient 
dialects of his native language. He died about the year 1706, 
at an advanced age, A3UT qioc^^ijie 50 bh^p^s 6< ^nmuin. 



* The author of the " Curiosities of Literature" represents this learned 
Irish gentleman, as one "scarcely knowing his own language, and totally 
ignorant of all others.*' — In every direction, the Irish have been misrepresented 
by prejudiced and ignorant English writers, but that so respectable an author 
should join the throng, and, by the sanction of his name, give the appearance 
of truth to the unfounded assertions of party, is matter of just regret. Foreigners, 
(and among these I include the English, who, with regard to correct knowledge 
of Ireland, are as foreign to us as any other nation of Europe), should consider 
well, before they expose themselves, by unexamined statemenu respecting this 
country, to the censure or ridicule of a people so tremblingly alive to the honor 
of their native land, as the Irish : and amongst whom knowledge is increasing, 
far beyond any example qf ancient or modern times. 
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Ckom crt^y the arch-deity of our pagan ancestors, whose 
rude altars may to the present day, be met with in wild 
and sequestered situations.* 



» THE ROMAN VISION. 

The Roman Vision, Hn Yio5<^i&he jlom^iK^ch, Sprite or 
Apparition, one of the most popular of our wiodem historical 
poems, was written in 1650, but by whom does not appear. 
The author supposes himself at Rome, ^Ufi 6|i-chnoc Cheph^r, 
where the vision appears to him, over the grayes of two 
exiled descendants of the Gael. These were, the famous JEfugk 
O'Niall, Earl cf Tjfnme, the Irish Hannibal, whose signal 
successes against the forces of Queen Elizabeth, in Ireland, 
embittered the latter years of that princess ; and Rory O^Domnell 
(brother of the celebrated Hugh Rnadk,) the first Earl of 
TyrconnelLf After bewailing the unhappy state of the Irish, 



* This horrkl idol and its abominable wonhip are described id the Din 
Seanekait quoted by Doctor O'Conor ia his Catalogue of the Iiish M8S. in 
Stowe library, to which invaluable work, and the general histories of Ireland, 
I am constrained to refer the reader, for particulars eonceniiog this, and the 
several other ancient personages and places, mentioned throughout this poen. 
It is to be observed that the translation of the last Irish stansa, on p. 292, is first 
on p. 295 ; the third and fourth, p. 294, are first and second, p, 297 ; and so, 
two English stanias in advance, to p. 905. 

t The great possessions of these devoted Irish princes proved the cause of 
their ruin. After the successful issue of the plot — contriving Cecil's gunpowder 
adventure in England, he turned his inventive thoughts towards this country, 
where every English minister may, at all times, be sure of finding ready instru- 
ments to carry any plan into execution. A plot to implicate the great northern 
chieftains in treasonable projects, was soon set on foot, and finally proved suc- 
cessful. This conspiracy is thus related by a learned English divine. Doctor 
Anderson, in his " Royal Genealogies," printed in London, 1786. ** Artful 
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the bard describes the English monarchs, from Henry VIII. 
to Charles I. the progress of the civil war of 1641, and the 
great Irish leaders of that time. He dwelb at considerable 
length on the character and exploits of the distinguished Irish 
general Otoen Roe (yNiall, and the patriotic bishop Mae 
MahoUf of Clogher, who exchanged the crozier for the sword, 
and succeeded Owen Roe in the command of the Ulster forees. 
After again lamenting the downfall of the nation, which was 
hastened by the dissentions of some of his degenerate country- 
men, the bard enumerates the chiefs of the ancient families, 
in whose union he placed his only hope for the salvation of the 
country. This spirited and patriotic effusion abpunds with 
poetical beauties, and may be justly ranked amongst the best 
productions of the modern muse of Ireland.* 

The avowed object of the bard was to stimulate his country- 
men against the parliamentary forces, whose war-cry was. 
Destruction without mercy to Trish papists. — See p, 162, ante. 
In order thoroughly to understand the poem, the reader should 
keep in view the political state and divisions of the Irish, at 



Cecil employed one 8t Lawrence to entrap the earls of Tyrone and Tyrconnel, 
the lord of Delvin, and other Irish chiefs into a sham plot, which had no 
evidence but his. But those chiefs being basely informed that witnesses were 
to be hired against them, foolishly fled from Dublin, and so taking guilt upon 
them, they were declared rebels, and six entire counties in Ulst^ were at once 
forfeited to the crown, which was what their enemies wanted." Tyrone fled 
privately into Normandy in 1607, thence to Flanders, and then to Rome ; 
where he lived on the Pope's allowance, became blind and died 20th July, 
1610. Tycoonnell fled at the same time, and died at Rome on 28th July 1608. 
Several original docinnents are preserved in the State Paper Office, London, 
connected with the above plot, including the correspondence of the weak and 
unprincipled St. Lawrence, which develope a scene of human turpitude seldom 
paralleled. 

* The poet Cowley's " Discourse, by way of Vision," concerning the govern- 
ment of Oliver Cromwell, will convey to the English reader an idea of the poetic 
machinery adopted by the Irish bards in many of their effusions, and of which 
the iireieBt poem afibrds an example. 
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the period it was written. For upwards of four centmies after 
the invasioDy the people of Ireland was divided into EitgiUk 
and J^h. From the Reformation the distinctions of CatkoHe 
and ProteMtant, saperadded all the bitterness of sectarian zeal 
and persecution to the former fe€(lings of national animosity. 
Whatever progress the Reformation made in Ireland, was 
amongst the descendants of the £nglish. The great body of 
the people retained the ancient faith^ but the old distinctions of 
AnglO'Itish and JIft/eftcm-Irish still continued amongst the 
catholics. During the civil war of 164l» the latter, with Owen 
Roe O'Niall, and other Irish leaders, espoused the cause of 
the Nuncio RinucM, while the former, or Anglo-Irish 
catholics^ adhered to his opponents. Thb fatal division facili- 
tated the progress of Cromwell's arms, which ended in the 
subjugation of the entire. To the Milesian catholics belonged 
the author of our poem, in which the views and feelings of 
his party are fully described. Most of the leading facts which he 
mentions will be found detailed in Carte's life of Lord Onnonde. 

** The apoiiate Henry spurns his spotless ^ueen, 
For Anna's fresher beauties.*' 

p. 313, /. 12. 
Anne Boleyn, Henry the Eighth's <« Night Crowe," was 
an object of peculiar abhorrence to the Irish. Our bard calls 
her Henry's daughter. 

*' Can we forget Elizabeth f-^Oh never.** 

p. 313, /. 18. 
This queen was as much execrated by her Irish, as she was 
idolized by her English subjects. It must be admitted, that 
both had good reasons for their opposite feelings towards her. 

'' Eogan the red !--4o freedom's stnfe he flies.** 

p. 317, 1.23. 
The character of Owen Roe O'Niall for patriotism and 
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bravery, is so well known to every reader of Irish history, 
that it would be unnecessary to mention him here, except to 
correct a strange mistake of the late Doctor O 'Conor, injurious 
to the memory of that distinguished hero, and incorruptable 
patriot. The Doctor, in his valuable Catalogue of the MSS. 
in the Stowe Library, vol. i. p. 272, has given the following 
letter from Charles II. to the Lord Lieutenant of Ireland. — 

** Whereas we have seen a paper sent from you, our Lieu- 
tenant of Ireland, intituled. Doubts arising upon some particulars 
claymed by his R. Highnesse the Duke of York's Agents, 
&c. — ^The first particular is claimed as a debt due from the 
pretended Parliament to Owen Row, regicide, and by him 
assigned to Edmund Ludlow, and by severall orders of the 
said Parliament in 1653, and of the pretended Councell in 
Ireland in 1658, the same was to be satisfyed in Ireland ; and 
part thereof having been accordingly «atisfyed by the late 
powers, is granted to and enjoyed by his Royal Highnesse, 
by vertue of the clause, page 111, of the Act of Settlement, 
&c. the remaining part of the £5065, which was never satisfy ed, 
is now claymed by his Royal Highnesse his Agents, upon the 
clause, page 44, of the Act of Explanation. But in regard 
that the said £5065, doth not appeare to be either an adventure, 
or an arrear for service in Ireland, or money lent for provisions 
for the army of Ireland ; but either some reward, or other debt 
due to the said Owen Row, from the said pretended parlia- 
ment," &c. — '' Prom this interesting original document," says 
Doctor O 'Conor, " it appears that the Regicide Parliament 
granted to Owen Roe O^Neal, a pension of £5065. 17s. 6d. a 
fact hitherto unknown in our history, from which it it evident 
that he privately confederated with Cromwell, and that Ireland 
was conquered by her own hands, by Owen Roe in the North, 
and by Lord Orrery in the South." — Again, — " No writer has 
hitherto asserted or discovered the fact, that Owen Roe's 
delays in signing the treaty with Ormond, were owing, not to 
the causes assigned by Carte, but to his receiving a bribe from 

VOL. II. E e 
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Cromwell/' — Finally, in the preface, page iv. ot the work 
alluded to, the Doctor repeats the charge thus : *' ^ ho would 
have supposed, for instance, that Owen Roe O'Nial, would 
have accepted a bribe of £5662. 17s. 6d. from Cromwell ? 
that be, who was the favorite patriot general of Ireland , should 
have been, at one and the same time, in the pay of the Pope, 
and of the Rump Parliament of England ? Thus far Doctor 
O'Conor. 

Now, to all this the answer is easy, viz. that Owem Row, 
" the regicide," named in the King's letter, was a different 
person altogether from Owen Roe (yNiaU, ** the favorite 
patriot general of Ireland.*' Owen Row was an Englishman, 
and was well called a regicide, for he was one of the commis- 
sioners of the high court of justice who tried Charles I. was 
present at the king's tryal, and signed the death-warrant for 
his execution,* at the very time that Owen Roe O'Niall was in 
arms against that king's enemies in Ireland. How the learned 
author could have fallen into such a mistake, and that in a 
work which throughout displays such deep research and critical 
acumen, is to me wholly unaccountable. — 

Veriim ubi plura nitent non ego paucis 

Offendar maculis, quas aut incuria fudit, 
Aut humana parum cavit natura. 

The explanation was, however, considered necessary, in 
order to remove a grievous imputation, inconsiderately cast on 



* See the proceediDgs on the king's trial, where this person's suniame is 
written Roe, and he signs it so to the death-warranL In the Irish privy council 
books during Cromwell's government, and in the records of tlie Act of Settle- 
ment, I find it written indiscriminately Row and Roe, Doctor Lingard, iq a 
note, cautions his readers against confounding ^'Owen Roe O'Nial with another 
of the same nanut one of the regicides." But they were not of the same name. 
Doctor O 'Conor was the first who dignified the English revolutionist with the 
name of O'Nial. 
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the memory of one of the purest and bravest Irishmen that 
ever existed. 
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5I61P 60 6hi<^ Y^ c|tTche n<^ h-oibjte-p. 



FINIS. 



ERRATA, Vol. T. 

Page 113, line 16, for O'Reilly, read O'DoN NELL.— same 
page and line, for accidently, read accidentally.— page 114, 
lines 8 and 16, for 0*Reilly, read 0*DoNNELL.~page 151, 
line 2, for prevades, read pervades. — page 168, line 27, for 
jyii, read ^i. — page 271, line 10, for drop, read droop. — page 
326, line 5, for Costello^ read Cassidt.— page 343,^ line 4, 
for woXiaVf read noXiav* — page 352, line 22, for^nd, read 
FINDING. 

Note, — Introd. p. IX.-— Major invariably calls the High- 
landers, '* Scoti Sylvestres;" and describes the bard who 
appeared' at the coronation of Alex. IIL as " Quidam Scotus 
montanus, quern Sylvestrem vocant." 

ERRATA, Vol. II. 

Page 15, line 5, read *' free yrom all cofUroulJ^ — page 
105, line 2, for these, read mere. — page 117, line 3, read 
This poem presents an awful picture. — page 202, 203, line 1, 
for JIfac Liag, read Mac Giolla Caoimh. — page 320, line 
5, dele bo yhp^n. — page 335, line 2, for storm, read strong. 
— page 348, line 4, for scattered, read old. 
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